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To hus honored Friend and Patron 
Sir V Villiam Backhouſe 


BARONET; 


Olk, | 
=» Here preſent, or rathe; 
$ pay, What I have often 

=ee Dr onfed yort, and What 
04 haye a right to: 1 he Poems 
oft HoRaCE 277 the Enghth 

ongue : To the T ranſlation 
A3 Wheredf 


' =—<{h Þ CC ,Þ 


2.4 CI? FX; at 


ITheFpiltle 


whereof my pleaſant retirement | 
aid conveniencies at Jour de- | 


lightfom Habitation, have libe- 


rally contribated. 


And now according to the Cu-. 


flom of my Predeceſlors, having 
{ported ſome paper with writing 
a bad Book, I am io Waſte more 
in a Worſe Preface, left I [uffes 
under the irputation of being, a 
heretick 17 3ook-writime, 


7 
[1 


| 


F 
| 


However, I will Ge ſo kind to, 
nou and my ſelf , 3s to ſpare ſo 
much time and payer as might} 
be employed in celeorating, your| 
Greatneſs, Virtues, and generomw| 
Inclinations topards me , being} 


T hemes for a higher Pen than | 
dare 


Dedicatory. 


' darepretend to, and only tell-youx 
: bow you came to be" diſturbed 
' with theſe wmndertakings. 


'T Was not becauſe I under- 


fland ths Author better than 


others do, nor becauſe 1 thought 
I did. But the ſame ternptati- 
on Which induced our Grandame 
Eve to eat frmat, prevail d with 
me to read Horace ; meerly be- 
can{e forbidden. 

But the frequent Quotati- 


| on of him by all ſorts of inge- 


| nious men, and the Hault-gouſt 


"I which the wit and truth of his 


excellent ſayings gave, made 


of me languith till I bad broken 


through all the difficulties which 
A 4 my 


—_ a eh. — A 
— — | ps — go 


The Epiſle 


my mbecillity contended with, ' 
and thrown my ſelf on this auda- | 
Ci10usS adventnre. 

In the proſecution whereof 1 
ever bluſh'd to ak the advice 
or take the aſſiſtance of any per- 


' ſon whom 1 thought able to con- 


tribute either, And among the | 
reſt, of that indefatigable and 
eminently learned perſon With | 
Whom , by your indulgence and | 
bis oyn condeſcenſion I had the | 
honour and happmeſs to grow | 
acquainted , Whom IT fond ſo | 
Skel'd in all the diilicultes of 

this Poet, that he was to me more | 
than all the Voluminous Com- | 
mentators, | 


Sir, 


Dedicatory. 


' Siv, For myſpeedier diſpatch 
| and your advantage, I mage 


bold to take jn all ſuch parts of 


' Horace, as hayebeen Eng- 


liſhed by the Lord Embafſa- 
dour Fanthaw :; and What were 
omitted by him, I ſupplyed 


With ſuch as have been done 
| by Sir T homas Hawkins, or 
| Dr, Holiday, or both, for they 
\ are boththe ſame ; andWwhethey 


of the two 1s the Author, remains 
to meundiſcovered : hat were 
not touched by theſe, I gathe- 
red ont of Mr. Cowleys and 
other 'Frinted Books ; and ſuch 
as were not Tranſlated'by others, 
my felf and ſeveral friends of 

mine 


” "VS 1 


TheEpiſtle 


mine at my requeſt haye at- 


tempted: De Arte Poetica be- 


ing long fmce Engliſhed by that 
great Maſter thereof B. Johnſon, 
I have borrowed to crown the 
reſt. 
So that you Will eaſily find, 
that as this 'Book conſiſts of ſeve- 
ral mens endeavonrs. ſ0 thoſe ſe- 


. veral men Went ſeveral Ways : 
.. bat all ſluated to ſhun a nice 


Pedantical Tranſlation , which 
Horace could not abide, By 
reading all which you are cer- 


\ tainof two Fleaſnres, | iberty 
of cenſuring, and variety of 
| matter. 


eAnd [have this telicity, that 


if 


WF IEEE ESI. IEP PEI I IT 5 In ' 


Dedicatory. 


. if any diſlike What .is done, it 

will not be ſafe for them to tra- 
* | duce 7t publickly, leſt they 
ſhould reproach ſome of the Un- 
\  dertakers 70 their faces; for we 
are conſiderable for number and 
quality, confiiting of many per- 
ſons; and thoſe either Right 
Honourable, Right Worſhip- 
ful, Reverend, or ( Which is as 
200d ) \Well-beloved ; and if I 
for mv part have herein played 
the ''90l, "tis in very good Com- 
Pan”, 
Such as it 1s I expoſe xt to 
pul ick peruſal , With this be- 
coms Conhdence , that the. 
excellence of the Author w:ll 
MARC 


ee df frac 


[ The Epiſtle 
1 make amends for the imper- | 
h \ feftions of the 1 ranſlators; axd | 
having this in my proſpea, that | 
T* Horace may chance to find 
| as good fortune as his dear 
ll | friend VikGi1L had, Who 
' being plundered of al his Or- 
| naments by the old Tranſla- 
|| 2ours, Was reflored to others 
'| with double lInfire by thoſe 
}| Standard-bearers of Wit and 
\| Fudgment, Denham and W al- 
|jer. To which end 1 humbly 
| commend this rude Flay, to 
boſe Perſons whoſe Learning, 
| Wir, and I_cifure ſhall ena- 
| Ble to do him ſach rizht as he 


| deſerves. And for a pref dent, | 
i dſire 


_— © Sn. 7, * 


== 


—— "- —— —  — — 
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Dedicatory. 


— — — — 


——  —_——— 
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de fire them to compare theſe lines 
of Phaer, 


T his end had Priams deſtinies, all this chance him Fortune 
ſent, 
hen he the fire in Troy had ſeeny his Walls and Caſtles 


rent, 


That ſometimes over People proud, and Lands had raign'd 
with fame 


Of Afia, Emperonr great, now ſhort on ſhore he lics with 


ſhame, 


Hys head beſides his ſhoulders laid , be corps no more 


of name, 


with this done by Sir John Den- 


ham, 


T has fcll the K ing who yet ſurviv'd the State, 
With ſuch a fenal and pernliay fate, 
Hnder ſo vaſt 4 ruine , not a grave, 


Nor in ſuch flames a fonteral fire to have : 


The Epiſtle 


Cc —_—————— 


8} PTY —_ - 
IM He whony ſach Titles ſwell 'd, ſuch powtr made proud, 
| Vid Tomwhons the Seepters of all Aſa baw'd ; 


[lf On the cold earth lies this neglefttd King, 
eL headleſs Carcaſt, and a nameleſs thing. 


' By which they may perceive 
' how highly Tranſlations may be 
1mproved. And if an) Gentle- 
| men Will be ſo imdyſirious and 
| kind, as to amend, or but to find | 
| ont the faults inthis Efſay(which | 
|| may eafily be done)) or furniſh the | 
\| Stationer with any better againſt 
| the nexs Impreſ/con,, they will be 
| fo far from diſobliging me , that | 
|  znvite them tot , CONCEIVING, tf 4 
I! work by which they may gratifie 
|!) andoblige Poſterity : And (hould 
|| rgzoyce to ſee theſe rude and 
| m- 


' 

| 
in 
"1 


' Dedicatory. 


— - —  ———_— 
——— — — — —  — 


lb. - TTY ; 
' mperfett dranghts, like the A- 
thenian ſhip ſo often andthrongh- 
' by amended, that there ſhall not 
' anoldplankremain therem: 1 hat 
fo theſe Poems Which were ſo ac- 
ceptableto Auguſtus7n their na- 
trve dreſs, might be ſo poliſh'd ix 
our language, that they maybe 
* lookdon by a more indulgent and 
| greater Prince than he was. 
| Perhaps it may be expefted 
| that I ſhould haye embelliſhed 
| (astheycal it) this Addreſs with 
| Witty Paſſages and Rhetorical 
| flowers ; but indeed Sir.they are 
| grown quite out of faſhion, and I 
am heartily glad that thereby T 
' amfreed from atask Which 1 was 
* ſo unfit for, And 


 TheEpiſtle Dedieatory. 
*And now Sir , having tired 


* make you amends, 1 will make no 
Addreſs to the Gentle Reader ; 


made me. 


Honored Mecznas, 


Tour very much obliged Servant, 


Alex, Brome, 


ou With this flat Narrative, to| 


only, 1 declare to him and all the 
VVorld, that I profeſs my ſelf, | 
and am what your Goodneſs has | 


———r rooms Ew wa_w_..a©* om R_ _s —_ 


: T HE 


t L [ F E 
|[HORACE: 


Uintus Horatins Flaccus 

was born at Venufiam, 

formerly one of the beſt 
Citiesin {faly, now called Veno- 
ſo; of mean parentage;his Father 
was one whom the Romans cal- 
led Libertinus, viz. the Son of a 
Slave who had been made f ree: 
and by Profeſſion he wasa Pre- 
C0, = a Coaftor, whoſe Imploy- 
ment was to pather i in Debts for 
(a) Uſarers, 


The Life of Horace. 


_ ——— 


Uſurers. Of his Mother we 
find nomention;only tis agreed 
by all the Dutch Commentators 
that he had one. He was born! 
two years before C atalimes Con-l 
ſpiracy, vi%, the 6® of the Ides! 
of December;( ottaandT orqua-\ 
tus being Conſuls, His Educati- 
on was at Rome, where his Fa- 
ther finding him very- preg- 
nant, kept him at School! undet 
Orbilias a whipping School-Mas: 
fer; his Father alſo,  being'a 
very prudent man, had aſevere 
and Wwatchfuleye over him, and 
in(tructed him in Virtue, Ha- 
ving attained to a good meaſure 
ot Grammar learning at Ros, 
| e 


The Life of Horace. 
he was ſentto Athens (then the 


moſt famons Univerſity 1n the 
World) and thereſftudied Ph:- 


| loſophy; nnwhich,jif he adhered 
| to any Sec, itwas tothe Epi- 
SY cxreans, Atfirſthe was no great 
' Zealot in Religion, but rather 


jeered than adored any of the 
Heathen Goas; of which never- 
theleſs he afterwards repented 
and made an Ode profeſſedly to 
teſtifie his Recantation, In the 
Civil War betwixt 4#2uftus 
and Brutas and C aſs:ns, he be- 
ing the familiar Friend of Br4- 
tas, took his part in the battel at 
Philippi; in which he was a 
T ribune, which is equivalent to 


(a2) a C6- 


ww +. 


The Life of Horace. 


a ( olonel here : but whether he 


fought or not, does not appear; 
only by his being ſo great a 
' {ommander and fo ingenions a | 
| perſon, 'tis probable that the | 
| Adzſes might inſpire him with | 
VVit enough to keep himlfelt | 
out of danger : Some have ?rd- 
duced him for running away, 
which if true is excſable ; for 
Valoar and VV it are two ſpirits 
which poſſeſs only ſome men, 
| and that but at ſome times ; So 
| that theſame Commanders who 
| have proved Coward: in a uſt 
and honourable //ar, have at- 
terwards 1n a T ayers dared to 
challenge fuch as call'dthem ſo; 

| and 


4. + De —_— — — 


T he Life of Horace. 


and by the /a» a Souldier 1s no 
more bound to figþt when he 1s 


| outof his hamor, thenan Ora- 
' | tor to ſpeak when he is out of 
| his Ws: Noris it prudent for a 
| man of VV and Learning to 


| have his brarms beaten out by 
| onethathasnone. Anguſtns ha- 
ving won the Battel.it appeared 
that Horace had taken tie 
wrong ſide, for which his great 
friend Mecenas, a very rich 
Nobleman of Rome, and in 
great eſteem with 4zg4ſius, ob- 
tained a pardon : And Argyſins, 
like a good-natured Prixce, not 
only pardoned, but rewaraed 
him for being againſt him, and 


(az) (if 


T be Life of Horace. 
(if it had then bin in faſhion 
there) would have Kn:ghred 
him. Now being become a | 
Cornrtier., and not old or bold | 
enough to begg: and Arugufius, | 
ſo newly after a V Var, not-r:ch | 
enough to gzye ; he(like others | 
| of his Order) wanted Money, 
|—and that put him upon making 
#Ferſes, which he performed to 
admiration, and was the firſt that 
introduced the Lyrick Poetry 
among the Romans: By which, 
and his great z#genmty and 
{weetnels of Converſation, he 
grew fo much in favour with 
Adlecenas, that he by his good. 
will, would never have hum out 


of 


( 


T he Life of Horace. 
of his Company ; and to encou- 
rage himin his Studies, and en- 
| able him to live without cares, 


|| beſtowed on him a competent 


| Eſtate among the Sabmes , 
| where he hadaC oantry-hoyſe.to 
| which he often retired, from 
| thenoiſe and buſtle of Rome, to 
write and contemplate, and in 
which he took great delight and 
recreation, By Mecenas he was 
preferr'd to a familiar acquain- 
tance with Auguns, who of- 
fer'd tomake him his Secretary 
of State: But Horace (like other 
great V Vits) hated buſineſs. /z- 
gaſtus alſoconſidering what im- 
mortality Poets confer on 
(ag) FErinces 


& *' 3+ a 
»u_—— 


T he Life of Horace. 


Prices and other great men, 
wrote a Letter himſelf, inviting 
him to come and live with him 
as his companion, And having 
read ſome of the Satyres, and 
found not himſelf concernd or 
his name mext:oned therein, he | 
complaind of it, and asked him, 
Whether he thought it would be 
a diſparagement to him to have it 
recorded to poſterity,that Horace 
Was a familiar friend to Au- 
guſtus? As to his Sratwre, he was 
ſhort and very fat, blear-ey'd, 
gray-headed in his youth, and 
bald in the forchead, And for 
his morals, he was a very good 
man, pious and grateful to his 


Father. 


The Life of Horace. 


Father, whom being grown old 
and poor, he relieved and kept 
at his Country houſe : much a 
Gentleman in his nature and de- | 
meanour ; very merry and face- 
tous 1n company, ſoon angry 
and as ſoon pleaſed: As to his 
Diet, he was that which we by 
a grand miſtake call an Eprcxre, 
for he loved and underſtood 
how to eatand drink well ; and 
though he was very temperate 
and frixgal generally , yet at a 
T reat.,it he likd his Company, 
he would give naturea /ooſe,and 
come up to Ohe! He had that 
good-natured Vice (if it be one) 
which conſtantly adheres to 
great 


T he Life of Horace. 


great Wits, and is''much in 


dulged by high magrmation : 


an inclination to Women, which 
he 1s the leſs to be condemy- 


| ed for, becauſe he was a | 


Batcheloar, and in his time 
| and (,0mntry it was not eſteem- 
| ed a crime. He was well ac- 
quainted with, and highly 
valued by , all the eminent 
Wits, and perſons of quality 
in his time. By frequent 
| Company-keeprng, and ſtri&t ob- 
ſervation, he informed him- 
| ſelf of all the vices and hx- 
| mozers of Rome, which he re- 
proved and chaſtiſed in a way 
| of raillery, whereby. men 
E536275 Were 


_ ha... « : _—_—_ m—__ a 


The Life of Horace, 


— _— —— — 


were jeerd out of their 4ll 
manners, and not offended : So 
conſiderable was he for his 
parts, and {o eminent for his 
Writings, that he deſervedly 
won the applauſes of divers 
of . the greateſt Scholars in 
their times, as T iwbullus, Vir- 
gil, Ovid, Petronius, Per- 
fins, Quintihan, Alex, Seve- 
rus, St. Augnitme, Scaliger, 
and Biſhop Fewel, who have 
all written in his Commen- 
dation, and are known to be 
neither Fools nor Flatterers. 
How long he lived, is not 
agreed on; ſome ſay 50, ſome 
55, lome59, others 70 years: 
but 


- 
es 


T he Life of Horace. 
but when he finithd his ſecond 
Book of Ppiſi/es he was 44 
years old. And he dyed ſoon 
after Mecenas, namely ( as 
the belt Authors report) 5 Kal. 
Decem. (enſorinnus and Gal- 
ts being Conſuls, which was 
five years before the birth of 
Chriſt, having made Agyſtus 
his herr, to whom he left his 
Library, which was a good one : 
and a years proviſion, which he 
always deſigned to keep be- 
fore-hand : and being a great 
contemner of Wealth, and a 
derider of covetous ,,men, he 
never- amd at more, Being 
" dead he was buried next to 

| Mecanas 


* ._» OA oo 


The Life of Horace. 


Mecenas himſelf, in the Eſ- 


wilie ; an honour which good 

oets deſerve, and which great 

Princes have in alltimes taken 
care to confer upon them. 


| 
| 
| 
t 


Fo the Reader. 
» | "TO take away all exception againſt this [2 


© cond Edition, 'twas thought neceſſary; by « 

> friend to the dead Colleftor of theſe Tranſla- 
tions, to let thee know that there is nothing either 
added to, or taken from the Former, more, or leſs 
then (if he had liv'd) himſelf intended, as may 
eppear by his Epiſtle Dedicatory , where he invites 
new Adventurers,and concetves it a work by which | 
they might gratifie and oblige Poſterity ; 7 or- | 
der to that his Deſign, Mr. Brome left behind hin 
ſeveral Copies, to be put in theplace of many there 
printed-3-from-his deſires, and example, encourage- 
ment was taken to ſubſtitute others, in the room 
of ſome former Verſions throughout the whole Book : 
And tis hoped that the ſame modeſty, which oblig'd 
the Authors of them to conceal their names then, 
will alſo now hinder them from thinking them- 
ſelves aggriev'd: As for them that have uſurpt 
their Odes, they have this to ſay for themſelves, 
that having a tolerable Opinion of their own per- 
ormances (as all Poets have) they jude'd it rea» 
ſonable, that they alſo ſhould have their turn in 
the Preſs ; and tun the ſame Riſque of cenſure with 
their predeceſſors : intending by this experiment 
ro inform themſelves how the world ſtanas affetted 
toward their Muſes : if favourably, ten to _ 
4 


® ous by 


es, of on. 2. Wi. 8 7 B 


To the Reader. 


but you hear of them again ; if otherwiſe, they 
hope they ſhall have wit —_ hereafter to forbear 
rhyming, and keep ſafe on the ſhore, rather then 
run the hazard of « ſecond ſhipwrack. Now ſhould 
it after all this ſo happen, that offence be taken 
where none i intended, The Stationer ſays he 
ſhould be wery ſorry, but could not tell how to help 
it: Andis contented (if his Cuſtomers will have it 
fo) that the Barber's Baſin be xo longer a Barber's 
Baſin, ut the Helmet of the dowghty Mam- 
brino. | 
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ODsz I. By Sir &. Fanſhey. 


To MIECENAS. 


That ſeveral Men affet ſeveral Things : That himſelf 
i delighted with the Study of Lynick Verſes, 


ACENAS, To Kings deſcenr, 
My Bulwark and ſweet Ornamenc, 
There are that love their Charers (poak 
With rais'd Olympick duſt ſhould ſmoak ; 

And with hot Wheels the Goal cloſe ſhaven, 

And noble Palm, lifrcs Men co Heaven, 

One, if che fickle Peoples blaſt 

Redoubled Honours en him caſt ; 

Another that delights to teare 

Wich Plough the Fields his Fathers were ; 

If in his private Barns He ſtore 

Whatever fruictul Africh borez 

The wealth of Creſw cannot gain 


Wich crembling Keel co plough che Main, 


Frighted with rough carian Seas, 

The Merchant praiſes Home and Eaſe : 

But His bruis'd Veſſel repairs ſtraight, 
Impatient of a mean Eſtate. 

There 1s that neither ſcorns to taſte 

Old eMaſſigae, nor half-days to waſte 
Under a ſhady Poplar ſpread, 

Or at a Bubling Fountains Head. 
Some.Drums and Trumpets love, and War ; 
Which Mothers do as much abhorr. 

The Huntſman in thecold doth rome, 
Forgetting his poor Wife ar home, 
Whether his Honnds a Stagg have rowz*d, - 
Or Mar ſiay Boar his Nets have tewz'd, 
Me Ivy (Meed of learned Heads ) 

Ranks with the gods: Me chill Groves, Treads 
Of Saryrs with looſe Nymphs, have fhow'd 
A way out of the common Road ; 

Whileſt kind Emterpe wers my Flute, 
Whileſt Polyhymmne ſtrings my Lute ; 

Then write Me in the Lyrick Role, 

My lofry Head ſhall knock the Pole. 
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A Paraphraſe upon the firſt Ode, by S, WE; 
To MMXMCEN AS. 


M eZCENAS, (prung from Royal blood, 
My greateſt P<tron, juſt and good ! 

There arc, who in t|' Olywpick Games 

Raiſe the light duſt, but more their names 2 
When the fleet Race, aud noble prize, 

E're death, the Fi&or deifics. 
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Some in «pplanſe, that empty aire, 
Place both their hongur, and cheir care; 
While others with a different minde 
Would chooſe more ſolid wealth to finde, 
And rich in whatthe Earth does yield, 

To the whole Sea prefers one field ; 
The Sea*l not tempt them, or its ſtore, 
No not the} World, to leave che ſore. 

The Adreken when he ſees the Skyes 
Corer*d with ſtorms, and Tempeſts riſe, 
Thinks none ſo happy live or well, 

As thoſe that on the Main-land dwell; 
He praiſes what he flights at home : 
Bur when from a bad FYoyage come, 
Above the Earth he loves the £Main, 
And longs to be at Sea again. 

The Faddlecap, whoſe Ged's the Vine, 
Lacks not the $1 if he have Wine : 

By th* Sun he only finds a way 
Toſome cool Spring, to {prnd the day. 

Shrill Flutes and Trumpets Sox/diers loye, 
And ſcorn thoſe fears that Women move. 
The Huntſman, in the open Plajns 
Regardleſs of che Air remains; 

A Deer makes him forger his Wife, 
And a fierce Boar deſpiſe his life. 
Buc me the learned Lawrel give, 
The Gods themſelves by Port live. 
Give me a Grove, whoſe gloomy ſhade 
For Nymphs and frisxing Fawns was made, 
Where from the Y#/gar hid, Ile be, 
The Mnſes waiting all on mez 
Here one my Harp and Late (hall ſtring, 
Another there hall Rand and fag, 
B 2 
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This one thing great Macenas dog 
Inroll me jn the Lyrick Count 
A Þyrick Poet, and T'] mount 

Abore the skies, almoſt as high as you. 


— —— 
——_ CER 
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O Þ x II. By SrR.F. 


To eAtGUSTUS CLES AR, 
That all the Geds are angry with the Romans for the 


killing of Julius Czar : T hat the only hope of the 


Empire » placed in Auguſtus. 


Nough of Hail and crucl Snow 
Hath Jove now ſhowr'd on us below 

Enongh with thundring Steeples down 

Frizhted the Town, 
Frighred che World, leſt Pyrrha's Raign 
Which of new monſters did cemplain, 
Shonld come again, when Protexs Flocks 

Did climb the Rocks: 
And Fiſh in tops of Elm-Trecs hung, 
Where Birds once bailc their Neſts, and ſung 
And the all-covcring Sea did bear 

The trembl:ng Dear. 
We, Yellow Tyber did behold 
Back from the Tyr hens Ocean rowlT'd, 
Againſt the Fane of Veffa power, 

And Nam. $ Tower ; 
Whileft the Uxorious River {wears 
He'l be revenz'd for //ia's Tears; 
And over both his Banks dorh 1royc 

Unbid of Jove, 

Our 
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Oar Children chrough our faulcs bur few, 
Shall hear thac we their Fathers ſlew 
Our Countrymen : Who might as well 
The Perſians quell, 
What God ſhall we invoke to ſtay 
The falling Empire ? with what Lay 
Shall holy Nuns tire Yeffa's Pray'r- 
| Refſting Ear ? 
To whom will Fove che charge commend 
{ Of Purging us? ar length deſcend 
| Prophetick Phahbm, whoſe white Neck 
A Cloud doth deck. 
| Or Venus in whole ſmiling Rayes 
Youth with a chouſand Cnpid's playes: 
Or Marr, if thou ar length canſt pity 
Thy long-plagu'd City. 
Alas, we long have ſported thee, 
To whom 'tis ſport bright Casks to ſee, 
And grim AſpeRs of Mooriſh Foot 
With Blood and Soot ; 
Or winged Hermez, if "cis you 
Whom in A»gs/t#s form we view, 
With this revenging th' other Flood 
Of Julizs Blood ; 
Return to Heaven late we pray, 
And long with us the Romans ſtay : 
Nor ler diſdain of that Offence 
Snacch thee from hence. 
Love here ViRorious Triumphs rather; _ 
Love here the Name of Prince and Father : 
Nor let the Afedes unpuniſhe ride, 
Thou being our Guida 


B3 


_—_—— 


1 > 


ODE S. 


Book T. 


—_— 


eA Paraphraſe on the Second Ode byS, 
To AUGHSTHS. 


Torms long enough at length have blown ! 
Fove hail, fire, has darred down, 
Has his own Temples overthrown, | 
And threatned all the Townz 
Threatned the Fur/d, which now did fear 
Another Deluge to be near z 
When Proters all his herds did drive 
Upon the hills to live. 
When higheſt trees with Fi were fill'd, 
Thoſe trees where birds were wont to build ; 
And Stags that could the wind out-flye 
Muſt take the Sea, or dye. 
We Tiber ſaw, when Seas withſtood 
H's ſtreams, and checkt with Seas his flood, 
More heady, and unruly grown, 
Not waſh, bur bear all down ; 
And ſwelling at his [Jias wrong 
N- more his banks did glide along, 
But choſe new Channels and a Sea, 
| To be reveng'd would be. 
How our own ſwords thoſe wounds did make 
Which might have made che Perfies quake, 
Theſe Civil Wars, next age ſhall cell, 
Aud fear whatus befell, 
Wien th' Empire thus begins to fall, 
On what God ſhall poor Romans call ? 
In vain we hope our godwill hear 


When Yef#4 (tops her car, 
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To whom will Jove Commiſhon give 
To purge us, or our Plagues reprieve? 
Deſiend Apollo cloth'd with light, 
Thy beams muſt make us bright, 
Or elſe chou faireſt Queen of Loves 
More nceded here then thou'art above, 
About whoſe neck the Graces flyc, 
Andlanguiſh inthinecye. 
Or Afars, if he hath any pity 
For his deſpis'd and ruin'd City 
Though Mars has been ſo long ar Rome 
We need not with he'd come, 
Or you bright Hermes, proud to be 
Anguſtii, more than Mercnry, 
| Since in that ſhape you chooſe to breath, 
And expiate Ceſars death, 
Let it be long cre you return 
To heav'n, in love your Romans burn 
For their old crimes, defire your ſtay, 
Never to go away, 
Do you their Lives and Wars command, 
The Prince and Father of your Land, 
Nor let our Enemies o're us ride, 
While Ceſar is our Guide? 
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OvDs IIL By Sir R. F, 


T—— 


He prays a proſperous Voyage to Virgil, Empbarqued fu 
Arhens : and takes occaſion from thence to inveigh 


againſt the Boldneſ1 of Man. 


_ thattous ſweet Firgil owt 
(Wich thee intrufted) ſafe 
Convey him to che Artick Coaſt; 


And fave my better half : i 


So Helene's Brothers (Rellifi'd) 
And Fenw guide thy Sails : 

' And the Wind's Pacher, having ti'd 

- All up, but Vernal Gales. 

Of Oak a Boſom had that man, 
And trebble-ſheach?d with Brafs, 

. Who firſt the horrid Ocean 
Wich brictle Barque did pals ; 

Nor fear'd the hollow Storms, that rore z 
The Hyades, that weep z 

Nor the South-wind, which Lords it *ore 
The Adriatick Deep. 

What face of Death could him diſmay, 
That ſaw the M. nſters fell ; 
And wracking Rocks, and ſwelling Sca, 
Wich Eyes that did not ſwell? 

In vain, the Providence of God 
The Earth and Sea did part, 
If yer the watry Pathes are trod 
By a forbidden Arr. 
Bur Men ( that will haveall, or none ) 
Still chings forbid defire : 
Japetus bold Son ſtole down 
The Elemencal Fe: 
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Whence Leanneſs over-ſpread the World, 
And Fevers ( a new Race) 

Which creeping Death on Mortals huit'd ; 
And bad him mend his pace. 

Dedale the empty Air did cut 
Witch wings not giv*n to men 

And Hercales the Gates unſhut 
Of Plzto's diſmal Den, 

Nothing is hard to fnful Man : 
Ar Heav'n it ſelf we fly; 

Nor ſuffer Fove (do whac he can) 
To lay his Thunder by. - 


—_ wu wn I Ce —_— EL 


O» x IV. BySir R. F. 
To L. SEXTIUS 4 Conſular Man. 


* Propoſeth the arrival of the Spring ; and the common 


condition of Death, as inducements to Pleaſures. 


= winter's thaw'd with ſpring and weſtern gales, - 

And Ships drawn up the Engine hales ; 

The Clows the Fire, the Beaſts their Stalls forgo : 
The Fields have caſt their Coats of Snow. 

Fair Yenxs now by Moon-ſhine leads a Dance, 
The Graces after comely, prance. 

Wich them che Nymphs the Earth alternate beat, 
Whileſt Y#lcan at his Forge doth ſweat. 

Now ſhould we be with laſting Myrtle Crown'd, 
Or Flowers late Priſners in the Ground. 

Now ſhould we ſacrifice a Lambkins Blood 
To Faxnwin aſacred Wood. 

Death knocks as boldly at the Rich mans door, 
As at the Cottage of the Poor, . 

Ric 
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Rich Sextizs: and che ſhortneſs of our days 
Fits not with long and rugged ways. 

Swift night will intercept chee, and che Sprights, 
They chart ſo of in Winter Nights, 

And Plato's haunted Ina, Thou canſt not there 
Call for the Mnſick and good Cheer : 

Nor in ſofc Chlers gaze away thy ſight, 
Her Sexes Envy, Our delight. 


_ __ li. 
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Oy x V. By Sir RF. 


— > * 9." 


That thoſe Men are miſerable who are intangled in her 
Love : That he ts eſcaped ont of it as from Shipmrack 
by S wimming, : 


Hat Scripling now thee diſcompoſes, 
| y y In Woodbine Rooms, on Beds of Roſes, 


For whom thy Anburn hair 
Is\pread, nnpainced fair ? 
How will he one'day curſe thy Oaths, 
And Heay'n that witneſs'd your Betreaths ! 
How will che poor Cuckold, 
That deems-thee perfet Gold, 
Bearing no ſtamp buc his, be maz'd 
To ſee a ſudden Tempeſt rais'd ! 
- Hedreams not of the Windes, 
And thinks all Gold chat ſhines. 
For me my Votive Table ſhowes 
That Thave hung up my wer Clothes 
Upon the Temple wall 
Ot Seas great Admiral, 
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A Paraphraſe on the fifth Ode, by Dy. C. 


TI's 
= whom now Pyrrha art thou kind ? 
To what Heart-raviſhs Lover 
Doſt thou thy golden locks unbind, 
Thy hidden ſweets diſcover, 
And with large bounty open ſer 
All the bright ſtores of thy rich Cabinet ? 
| y 
Ah fmple youth, how ofc will he 
Of chy chang'd faich complain ? 
And his own fortunes find to be 
So airy aud ſo vain, 
Of ſo Cameleon-like an hew, 
Thar ſtill rheir colour changes with it too, 


How ofc alas, will Set 
The blackneſs of the $kies? 

Trembling to hear the winds ſound higher, 
And ce the billows rife, 
Poor unexperienc'd he, 

Who ne're before alas had been at Sca ! 


4- 
He enjoyes thy calmy Sun-ſhine now, 
| And no treath ſtirring hears ; 
Ia the clear heaven of thy brow, 
No ſmalleſt cloud appears ; 
He ſees thee gentle, fair, and gay, 
And truſts the faubleſs April of thy May. 


Ts J- 
Unhappy ! thrice unhappy he, 
T' whom chou uatricd doſt ſhine, 
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But there's no danger now for me, 
Since or'e Lorettoes ſhrine, 
In witneſs of the ſhipwrack paſt, 
My conſecrated veſſel hangs at lat. 


—_— — — Lt 


O»s VI. By C.C.Eſa; 


To AGRIPPA, 
Argument, 
Though Varius in Heroick flile 
Agrippa's Martial Atts compile ; 
Tet Horace hi low-pitched CMuſe 
Mere humble Smbjetts beſt parſues. 


Arias in living Annals maz 
"To the admiring Univer! 
Voice out in high Aſgonian Verſe 
4 Thy courage and thy conqueſts won, 
And what thy Troops by Land and Seca, 
Have through thy noble conduR done, 
Our Muſe Agrippa that does fly 
An humbler pitch, attemprs not theſe, 
T' expreſs Pelides rage; nor fly 
Hiyſſes tedious Voyages : 
Nor dips her Plume in thoſe red Tydes 
Flow from the bleody Parricides 
Of Pelops crucl Family : 
We norhing to ſuch heights pretend, 
Since Modeſty, | 
And our weak Maſe, who does aſpire 
No further chan the jolly Lyre, 
Porbids that we | 
Should in our vain attempts offend, 


@ 


And 


— ————— 


Et. om. 


And darken with our humble Layes 
Thine, and great Ceſar: God-like praiſe. 
Who to his worth can Aſars diſpla 
When clad in Arms, whoſe dreadful ray, 
Purs out che day? 
Or brave Meriones ſet forth, 
When ſoyl'd in Trojas duſt, or raiſe 
Fit Trophies to Tydides worth, 
Who to th" immortal gods was made 
A Rival by Minerva's aid ? 
We fing of Feaſtinggand Delights, 
Stout Drinking, and the harmleſs Fights 
Of hot young Men and bluſhing Maids, 
Who when the Foe invades 
Make a faint ſhow 
To guard what they 're content ſhould go, 
Theſe are the Subje&s of our Song 
In Nights that elſe would ſeem too long, 
Did we nor .wiſely prove 
The ſweets of Jollity and Love. 


—— ____ 


Ovsz VIL. BySr 7. H, 
To MUNATIUS PLANCUS. 


Some praiſe one ( ity, ſome another, but Horace preferreth 
Tibur before all, where Plancas was born, whom he 
exhorteth to waſh Care away with Wine, 


Ome Rhodes, ſome Myt' lene, Epheſus doth pleaſe, 
Or Walls of Corinth with its rwo-fold Seas : 
Some T hebes, ſortit Delian De/phos worth defend, 
Ocher Theſſalian Tempe's Air commend, , 
| There 


— _ —— — ——— 
There are, who make cheir ſole, and fix'd Deſign, 

To mention Pallas City in cach line, 

And rather ſt:ive her Olive branch to grace, 

Than any pull'd off f:om another place : 

Yea ſome to hononr J#no loud proclaim 

Horſe-racing e&frgos, and AMycenas fame. 

Me, not ihe patient Sparta*s pompous fights, 

Nor fat Lariſſa field ſo much delighes, 

As do Albanea's Eccho-giving Groves, 

And Anien's headlong Stream that by it roves ; 

Or than Tilarnus woods, and Orchard- grounds, 
Moiſtned with gliding brook which it arrounds- 

As the South wind, che Heav'ns from dark Clouds 
And doth not generate perpetual ſhowers; ( ſcours, 
So (Plancus) with good Wine, be it thy ſtrife, 

To wafh down ſadneſs, and the toils of life : 

Whecher thou to thy glittering Tents art cy'd, 

Or dcſt in Tiber's ſhady Bowers abide. 

When Texcer fled, Father, and Salamine, 

He, (itisſaid) his Temples dew'd wich wines 

And brows encircled with a Poplar wreach, 

Did *moneſt his penſive friends theſe accents breath : 
What way Fortune (more kind than Sires) ſhall how, 
We, Friends, and dear Companions, will go, 

Temcer, your Guide, Teucer Encourager, 

Deſpair not any thing, admit no fear : 

For we ſhall raiſe a ſecond Salewine, 

(Says wiſe Apollo) in another Clime : 

Brave Spirits, who with me have ſufter'd ſorrow, 
Drink caresaway z wee'l ſer up ſails ro morrow. 


ODE 


ODs VIILL. By SirR. F, 
To LYDIA. 


He notes obſcnrely a certain Towns Man, whim be 
calls Sybaris, «s wndone with Love, and melted with 
Pleaſares. 


7dia, in Heavens Name 
Why melts young Sybars in thy Flame? 

Why doth he bed-rid lic 

That can indure th' intemperate Skie? 
Why rides he not and twirs 

The French great Horſe with wringlcd bits? 
Why fhuns he Tybsr's Flood, 

And wreſtlers Oyl like Vipers Blood? 
Nor hath his Fleſh made ſofc 

With bruifing Arms having (o ofc 
Been prais'd for ſhooting far 

And clean delivery of the Bar ? 
For ſhame, why lies he hid 

As at Troy's ſiege Achilles did, 
For fear leſt Mans Array 

Should him to Manly Deeds betray? 
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OD»sg IX. By SirR. F. 


That bring Winter, it t time for Men to give themſelve: 
to Pleaſure. 


Hou ſceſt che Hills candied with Snow 
[.£ Which groaning Woods ſcarce undergo, 
And a ſtiff Ice choſe Veins 
Congeals which Branch the Plains. 
Diffolve the Froſt with Logs pil'd up 
To th" Mantle-rree ; let che great Cup 
Our of a larger Slaice 
Pour the reviving Juice. 
Truſt” Fove with otherthings 3 when he 
The fighting Winds takes up at Sea, 
Nor {peared Cypreſs ſhakes, 
Nor gan quakes. 
Lipon to Morrow reckon not, 
Then if it comes cis, clearly got : 
Nor being young deſpiſe 
Or Dancings, or Loves Joyes. 
Till teſty Agr gray Hairs ſhall ſnow 
Upon thy Head, loſe Maſque, nor Show 2 
Soſt whiſpers now delight 
Ar a ſet hour by Night: 0 
And Maids that gigle to diſcover 
Where they are hidden to a Lover; 
And Bracelets or ſome toy 
Bnarcht from che willing Coy. 


ODE 
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O »s X. By R. A. Paraphras'd. 
To MERCURY. 


In praiſe of Mercury. 
T, 
Hou ſweet-tongu'd God,the ſon of Feve and May! 

T Who didſt che Rabble teach 

A more refined ſpeech ; 
And ſhewd'ſt the ative Youth the Hug to play. 
Of chee I'll Gng, 
Who doſt with nimble wing 
 Convey the Meſlages *ewixe Jov:, 
And all the other Gods aboye. 
__ 

Of thee, who did'ſt at firſt che Lyre invent, 
And did'ſt the Thief fo ſubily play, 
Stealing whate're thou couldſt away, 

And yet intend no hurt but merrimenc. 

Of thee, who dirl*lt Apollo's herd reſtore, 

That were or ſtoln, or ſtray'd nor ſo before, 

Which made him frer, 
And utter many a threat, 
Yet being net able to Revenge, C1d laugh ir o'res 


2. 
Of thee T'll fing, who Priam did'ſt convey 
d Through ch' armedcroud 
Of Greeks with Conqueſt proud, 
Leaving 1n flames his falling Troy, 
Thou doſt all ſouls conducito theirlafkt home, 
The Virtuous to Ely/inm : 
The Vicious to that place, where torments dwell ; 
Ottcions boch to Gods above, and Devils in Hell, 
; S @DE 
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Ope XI, By Sir T. Bh 
To LEUCONOE. 


He exhborteth L.euconoe, that care omitted, ſhe ſeek ti 
pleaſe hey ſelf, taking argument from the ſhortneſs of 
life, and ſpeed of death. 


Cw not ( Lexconce ) to knew what end 

The Gods above to thee or me will ſend: 

Nor with Aſtrologers conſul ar all, 

That chou may'ſt better know what can befall: 
Whether thou liv'{t more winters, or thy laſt 

Be this, which Tyrrhen waves 'gainſt rocks docaſt ; 
Be wiſe, drink free, and in ſo ſhort a ſpace, 

Do not protraRted hopesof life embrace, 

Whileſt we are calking, envious Time doth flide : 
This day's thinc own, the nexc may be deny'd. 


4 _ a — Re 
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A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, byS. W, 
To LEUCONOE, 


E*re ſtrive L:uconce, nefre ſtrive to know 
Whar Fates decreed tor thee and me, nor go 
Toan Aftrolepger ; "tis half the cure, | 
When Ill, to think it will nor long endure; 
Whether Jove will another Winter give, 
Or whether 'tis your laſt that now youlive z 
Be wiſe, and fince you have not long to ſtay, 
Fool not with tedious hopes your life away. | 
Time, while we ſpeak on't flyes 5 now baniſh ſorrow, 
Live well to day, and gcvcr truſt ro rorrow, 

| OPE 


Jo - 
” _ Wo a —— Q —_— — ——_— hh 
— — ——_ 


Book I. Oo D E S. 9 


ODzs XIL By ST. H. 
To AUGUSTUS. 


The Geds, Demy Gods, and ſom?! worth) men þ:- 
moured , he deſcendeth ints the divine praiſes 6: 
Auguſtus, 


Hat man, or Hero, (Clis) wilt thon praiſe 
Wit ſhrilleſt Pipe, or Lyr's ſofter layes ? 
What God? whoſe name in ſportive ſtrain, 
Eccho will chaunc chee back again ? 


Eicher in ſhady Heligmmian Bowers, 

Hizh Pindwus, or cold craggy Heayw Towers, 
Whence leavy Groves by heaps confus'd, 
To wait on tuneful Orphens us'd; 


Orphens well skill'd from mothers artful lay, 

Swifc rivers glide, and ſpeedy winds to ſtays 
And with his harps melodious ſong 
Attentive Okes to draw along, 


What ſhall I ſing before the conſtane praiſe 
Of Father eve, who Gods, and Mortals ſwayes ? 
Yea, Land, Sea, World extended wide 
With yarious ſeaſons doth divide? 


From whom there nothing ſprings, greatefchan he : 

Like nothing lives, nor can a ſecond be : 
Yer ſhall next honours Pallav grace, 
Though ſcared jn a lower place. 
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Nor will, warlike Bacchas, let thee goe, 

Nor Dian, ſavage beaſts eternal foe : 
Fhaius (hall likewiſe have a part, 
Dreadful with unavoided darr. 


With Hercules ] Leda's ſons muſt name; 


Horſe-ſervice this, Foot-fight gives th'orher Fame : 


Whoſe brighter Rar, when firſt in 5ky, 
The waxctul Sailer doth deſcry. 


Down from the rocks imperuous waters flow z 

The winds ſurccaſe, the clouds diſpelled go : 
And threatning waves (ſothe Twins wall) 
Upon the Oceans brow are (till. 


Thcſe mentioned fiſt, ſhall Rowwwlns obtain 
The next record, or Naume's peaceful raign? 
Shall IT the power of T arquins State, 
Or Cato's manly death relate ? 


ont Regnins, the Scanri, Panlns, free 

Ot iis great ſoul 1n Canna s viftory 
Or ſhall my grateful rongue rehearſe 
Fal ritins, in re(plendent vere ? 


And hair uncomb'd, did with Cawillas riſe 
To high advancement, homely bred 
In the: poor Grand-Sires lands, and Shed, 


Marcellus Fame is like a ſpreading Tree 
Which groweth (till, althongh inſcnfibly : 
Each eye the Julian Star admires, 
As Cynthia 'mongſt the lefler fircy, 


Great 
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| Great Father, and ProteQtor ef Man-kind 
From Satwry ſprung, to thee the Fates aſlign'd 
The care of mighry Ceſar ; Reign, 
And Ceſar ſecond place obtain. 


He whether in full triumph lead along 

The vanquiſh'd Parthians, who near Latiww chrong, 
Or Seres, and {wart Indians tame, 
That Eaſt-ward tremble at his name : 


He leſs, bur Juſt, the ſpacious world fhall guide ; 


H:av'n- ſhaking, thou in thund'ring Chariot ride, 


| And thy offended lightning caſt 
| On Groves, which harbour the unchaſt. 


ODE XIII, BySir R. F. 


, 


To LYDIA. 
He complains that Telephus is preferred before him. 


He Arms that Wax-like bend, 
And every henge when you commend, 
On which the Head doth turn 
Of Telephas, ah, how I burn! 
Madneſs my mind doth rap, 
My Colour goes ; and the warm ſap 
Wheeſing chrough either Eye; 
Shows with what lingring Flames I fry. 
I fry 3 when thy white hae 
Is in a Tavern-brawl dy'd blew, 
Or when the ſharp-ſer Youth 
Thy melting Kiſs grinds with his Tooth, 
C 
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Believe'r, hislove's not ſound 

That can fuch healing kiffes wound ; 
Kifſes which Venas hath 

Made ſupple in a NeRar bath, 
O their felicicy 

Whom a firm cord of love doth ty, 
Unbroke with wicked ſtrife, 

And twiſted with their threds of Life ! 


OD x XIV. By Sir T. H. 


To the Commenealth preparing afreſh for Civil way 


Ship, what do'{t 2 freſh ſtorms again 
W1ll drive thee back into the Main ; 
Bravcly recover Port, and Shore. 
Sce'ſt not th'arr deſticuce of Oar ? 
Swift South-weſt winds invade thy maſt, 
Thy fail-yard cracks with every blaſt? 
And cables ſcarce thy keel aflure, 
Thoſe ſurly billows ro endure ? 
Thy fails are torn, and thou a thrall, 
N' gods haſte to invoke art all. 
Though Pontique Pine (woods noble race) 
Thou boaft thy barren name and place : 
The fearful Sailer ( dangers tride) 
Noth not to painted ſhips confide - 
Take heed unleſs thou haſt a mind 
To be a ſport unto the wind. 
(Oh my deſire and greateſt care 
Earft hcrrour to my heart) Beware, 
And flie in time thoſe ſhelfte Seas, 
Which run betwixt bright Cyclades. 
| | | Qdec I Fo 
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OvDs XV. 


The Prophecy of Nercus concerning the deſtrufion of 


Troy. 


Hen in [42an ſhips the treacherous ſwain, 
With Helen his Greek miſtreſs crolt the main g 

Neress, that jill evencs he might preſage, 
Becalm'd with lazy reſt the ſwifr winds rage. 
Thou her tak'ſt home with thee in an ill hower, 
Whom Greece ſhall fetch again with armed power, 
Conſpiring to diflolve thy married ſtate, 
And Priam?*s antient Kingdom ruinate. 
Alas! what coil for horſe, for men what pain, 
What dircful funerals of Tr5jans (lain, 


See, Pallas, helm and target doth provide, 


And will on her iacenſed Chariot ride. 

In vain grown inſolenc with Yenws grace, 

Shalc thou thine hair diſhevel, ſleek thy face: 

In vain ſhalc thou, on harps efteminate ſtring, 

Soft tuned notes t' attentive women fing : 

In vain, thou in thy chamber ſhalc decline 

Sharp ſpears, and head of {zoſNan javcline, 

Loud noiſe, and eAFjex, nimbleto purſue, 

Yet duſt at laſt ſhall ſoil thy beaucies hue, 

De'ſt thou not Neſtor, nor Vlyſſesmind, 

Who for thy countriesruine arc defign'd ? 

On the hey Foros Salaminius flics; 

Thee Sthenelus provokes,who bears che prize 

Of arms, or horſe to manage with command : 

'Gainſt thee likewiſe ſhall Meriones ſtand ; 

Fell Dlomedes ſtronger than his fire, 

For thee, with dev'prate fury ſhall enquire ; 
ug C 4 Whom 
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VVhom as an hart that doth negleR his food,' 
Spying far off the wolf thirſty' of blood, 
Thou faincly ſhalr, and almeſt breathleſs flie, 
Breakingthy vow to Hellencowardly, ,. *: 
eAchilles wrachful Fleet the hour ſhall Nlack 
Of Phr)gian Matrons fall, and /linws wrack 3 
Buc Grecian fire in time determinate, 


Shall Trojan buildings burn, and diſſipate. 


— —— — —"  ——  — 
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O»DEr XVI. BySir T. H. 
To a Friend, 


He recants: Por he acheth pardon of a Maid,whom he 
had wounded with Tambick:, transferring the fanld 
upon anger, the unbridled force whereof he deſcribeth. 


D Aughter, than thy fair mother much more fair, 
On my Iambicks fraught with ſpiteful air, 
Do thou preſcribe what doom thy (elf ſhall pleaſe, 
Either of flames, or Adriatique ſcas, 

Not Dindywenian, nor the Pythian Prieſt, 
Are with ſuch fury by cheir Gods poſleſt ; 
Not Bacchss, nor the 'Corybantes ſo, 

VVen on (hrill braſs they iterate their blow, 
As vaneful anger, which not Norique arms. 
Nor the ſhip-wracking ſtormy Ocean charms : 
Nor turious fire, nor Fovehimſelf on high), 

: V Vhen he with dreadtul chunder rends the skic, 
*Tis fail, Promethens reſoly*'d to make 

Man out of clay, did ſeveral parcels take 
Diſlefted cunningly from every beaſt, 

And pur fierce ons wrath into our breaſt, | 
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Anger Thyeftes into ruine caſt, ha 
And unto Cities ever was the laſt ; 

*Cauſe, why they fell, and that proud foes were ſcen 
VVith e ſhare to plough whete walls had been, 
Bridle f, Me likewiſe heat of blood 

Enrag' outh, and with diſtemper'd mood 

Tato Jambicks hurr1?d : Now I ſeek 

To change my rougher language into meek ; 

So wrongs recanted, thou more friendly be , 

And love reciprocal return to me, 


— 


Ovs XVII. By R.N. 
The Conveniencies of bu Gonntry Farms. 


: 
Q? ſweetly ſeated is my Country Farm , 
Thar neither ſummers ſcorching heat 
Nor winters ſtormy cold doth threac 
My (elf, nor yet my chriving flocks with harm. 
Zz 
But theremy wanton Kids ſecurely may 
 VVithour their dams through Copſes ſtray, 
VVhom ncither feeding ſerpents bire, 
Nor folded do the hungry wolves aftright. 


3 
There when the Goatherds trembling fingers touch 
The holes of his loud pipe, the ſound 
From th' ecchoing Rocks doth ſo rebound , 
'Tis made both twice as ſweet, and twice as much; 


The 
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The Gods whoml adore, are my defence, 
And they although ſo far above, 

Yet bend ſo low to fall in love 
Both with my Poetry and Innocence. 


Hence flow their Bleſſings ou me more and more; 
Withour my wealth, within my Peace 
At once they largely do increaſe 

Giving content, whilſt _— to my ſtore, 


From noiſe and buſineſs there thou maiſt recire, 
And underneath ſome private ſhade, 
Where nodiſturbance can invade, 

Chaunt out theſe ſongs of Loyc unto thy Lyre., 


Here mayſt thou fit and never fear 
Thy jealous Husbands coming near 
Andcall the Jade or Whore, 

Or pull thee by che head orthy cloaths tear, 


Or there, if thou *rt inclin'd to mirth or ſo, 
Thouand an honeſt friend or twe 
May drink aud laugh, and neyer hear 

The noiſe and quarrels which in Taverns ares 


ODE 18. 
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Ove. XVIII. By Sir R, F. 
To QUINTILIUS VAKUS, 


That with moderate drinking of wine,the mind is exhila- 
rated : with immuderate, quarrels begotten. 


F all the crees, plant me the ſacred Vine 
In Tyb»r's mellow fields, and ler ic climb 
Cathyllus walls: for _ doth cares propound 
0 fober heads, which in full cupsare drown'd: 

Of want, or war who crics out after wine ? 
Thee father Bacchas, thee fair Erycine, 
Who doth nor fing? but through intemp rateuſe, 
Leſt * Liber's gifts youturn into abuſe, 
Think of the (entawres braul, fought in their Cans, 
With Lapithes: and to Sithonians * Other 
Heavy Evoxs, when their heated blood mares of 
Makes little difference berwixt what's good, Baschas. 
And what jsnot, No, gentle Bafſarewn 
I will not force thee 3 nor betray toview 
Thy vine-clad parts: ſuppreſs thy Thracien hollow, 
And diſmal dyan : which blind (elf-love doth follow, 
Aud Glory-puffing heads with empty worth, 
And a Glaſs-boſome pouring ſeorers forth, 
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Ovxz XIX, ByR.T. 
Of GLYCERA. 


How he = beſotted with Love of her: 
I 
O her again Imuſt ; *cis true I (wore | 
But two daies fince I'*de never {ce her 1 
Yet drink,and having nothing elſe to do, 
VVould-make an Anchorite to wee, 
2 
Heroick Muſe farewel, for now my pen 
Is diQtatinga clean contrary theme; 
Turn it to thee, it turns to her agen: | 
VVhen IT ſhould ſhow how the brave Parthjans fight 
Charging the Seythians in their flight, 
I chink my ſelf one of the Scythians dying 
By the keen dart of her that ſhoots me flying. 


He that ſees Glycera and not defires, 

May ſport as well with everlaſting Fires ; 

For my part I to' Eternity cou'd gaze 

Lipon the gratetul anger in her Face, 

VVhich webehold through frowns,juſt lice the Sun 
Through Clouds which clſe we dare not look upon, 


4 
Boy make a fire, perfume the r6om, and get 
Me wine and all things for a Noble rear ; 
Get the beſt Muſick nature can invent, 
Snch as of old made ſullen ſtones relent : 
He that will Dcities incens'd appeaſe 
Muſt co their ſhrines bring Hecatcmbs of theſe. 
: | | Ode 20, 
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Ov»s XX, ByR, N. 
To MACENAS, 


#hun he invites to a ſmall Treat. 


[| Pray Sir with me to my Chamber go, 
For there I have in ſtore 
Some half a ſcore 
Bottles of Clarer-wine or more, 
And chey of mine own bottling too: 
Pray go, wee'l drink but moderate © vow. 


Me thought I htely taken was 
VVith thart lace general applauſe ; 
How overjoy'd the multitude 
About the Theatre did croud, 
And cry'd up you and your great ARtsaloud! 


But come, pray let's no longer tarry, 
I muſt contels I've no Canary, 
Nor Malago nor Sherry; 
Such wines for me are much too dear , 
VVelcome fhall be your greateſt Chear 5 
Come go, and we'll be merry. 


ODE 2x 
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Ope XXI, By Sir T. H. 


1% 


Of Diana and Apolts. 


He exhorteth your hs and virgins to fing forth their 
Praiſes. 


YYPT render virgins, ſound Dien«'s name, 
| (Boys) be your ſong youthful Mpelo's Fame, 
Latona likewiſe rouc 


By Fove affected much, 


(Maids) mention her, who loved rivers fo, 
And woods whic2 oncold Mlgidzs do grow, 
On Erymant are ſpread ; 
Or Cragus verdant head. 


(Boys) with vour notes delightful Tempe grace, 
And Deles chaunt, Apolto's native place ; 
His ſhoulders, guiver-dight, 
And harp of heavenly might. 


He, with our prayers mov*d, ſhall banith far, 
Sharp hunger, peſtilence, and direful war 


From Prince and people, to 
Per/3an ,and Britiſh foc. 


ODE 32. 
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@Dz XXII. By SirT. H, 


Integrity of life is every where ſafe, which be proveth by 
his own example, 


Ho lives upright, and pure of hearty 
(O Faſcas) neither needs the dart, 
Nor bow, nor quiver, franght with ſtore 
Of ſhafts envenom'd by the Adoor. 


V Vhether o're Lybia's parched ſands, 
Or Caueaſ#:that houſleſs ſtands, 
He takes his journey ; or thoſe places 


Through which che tam'd Hhdaſpts traces. 


For (careleſs) chrough the Sabin grove, 
V'Vhileſt chaunting Lalage, I rove, 

Not well obſerving limics due, 

A wolf (from me unarmed) flew. : 


A monſter ſuch as all exceeds, 

VVhichin huge woods fierce Daxnia feeds : 
Or thoſe that Juba's Kingdom hath, 

The Deſart-nurſe of Lions wrath. 


Place me in coldeſt Champains, where 
No Summer-warmth the trees do cheer : 
Let me in that dull Climace reſt 
VVhich clouds and ſyllen Jove intelty 


Yea, 
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Yea,place me underneath the Carre 

Of too near Phebur : ſeated: farre 

From dwellings : Lalage I love, 

Whoſe ſmiles, whoſe words ſo ſweetly move; 


—— 


A Paraphroſe on the ſame Ode, By S.W. 


To FUSCUS ARISTIUS. 


He juſt man needs nor Sword nor Bow, 
Thoſe arms hw fear, not ſatety ſhow, 
Who better has for his defence 
Strong guards of innocence, 


For if along rough ſhores he coaft, 

Tempefts and Seas on him are loſt, 

Or it he Cancaſus pals by, 
 Thgerscheir rage deny, 


A Wulf that croſt me in my grove, 
As I walkt muſing on my love 
Beyond my bounds, and no arms had, 


Was of my love atraid. 


Away he fled, though Dawnia yields 

No greater monſter in her fields : 

Though edfrica which Lions breeds, 
Nene half ſo cruel teeds; 


Put me where r.2ver Summer breeze 

Kiſt che dull earth, or lifelcſs crees, 

In char skirt of the world, where ſhow?rs 
Do number our the hour:z 
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Or place me in the Torrid Zone, 
Where never houſe or man was known ; 
Tf there my Lalage but ſmile 
And ſing, Ple love the while, 


| OvDra XXLIIL. By R. T. 
To CHLOE; 
T hat ſhe hath no reaſon to be ſo coy. 


x 
0? Alyes the tim'rous Fawn (her mother gone) 
From flying ſhadows of her own ; 
| Every blaſt and ewig that moves is made 
By her vain fears, an Ambualcade, 
2 
Her heart beats quicker then her feet can fly, 
Alchough no toes ſhecan deſcry 
Unleſs the winds chat buſtle by, 
Or leaves which with the winds do play, 
| Or Newtsthatcremble more then chey, 
Hurrying through chorns to make their way. 


Come, come, my deareſt curn again, 
All chis Coyneſs is in vain ; 
| Alas! I do nor ravenouſly purſue 
What opportunity might promor us to, 
| Bar wh a zealous pallion ro diſcover 
Thar ic is time thy (ervitude were over, 
And thou injoy'd6ſt the freedom of a Lover ; 
Virgins may juſtly challenge ic ar ewelye, 
Thy Mother ac char age did ſo her (elf, 
C / 


LE 
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OD x XXIV. By Sir T. H. 


To V IRGITL. 
ho immoder ately bewailed the death of Quintilius. 
Elpomene, whom Jove our Father daigns 
M Shrill voice apply'd ro harps melodious ſtrains, 
Tell in (ad notes how far the bounds excend 
Oflove, and ſhame unto ſo dear a friend ; 
Shall chen in endlc(s flcep Qnintilizs tie ? 
Asequal unto whom, pure Modeſty, 
And Juſtice'hſter, Faich fincere and plain, 
Nor naked Verity (hall ever gain ? 
Of many worchy men bemoan'd he fell, 
But (Virgil) no mans grief can whine excel, 
Thou (loving) dctft Calas) the gods in vain 
Uaintiliz:'y not to lent thee, 25K again. 
What if more ſweet, than Thracian Orphens wyre, 
You trees perſwade to hearcen to your lyre? 
Yer can you not recarn of life command 
To ſhadow vain, which once wich dreadful wand, 
God Afer:rury, unwilling Fate © unlock, 
Hath forc'd © dwcll among the Stygian flock. 
"Tis hard, I grant ; © But patience makes char light, 
* Which to corr:&, or change, exceeds our might, 


NG. 


The ſame by Sir R. F. 
To VIRGIL. 
Who lamented immoder ately the death of Quintiliany 


Hat ſhame, or ſtint in mourning ore 
So dear a Head 2 Weep not bur rore 
eMelpomene, to whom thy Sire 
Gave a fhrill voice, and twanging lyre. 

But does Qnintilias ſleep his laſt? 

Whoſe Fellow, Modeſty, and faſt 
Faith, with her Siſter Juſtice joyn'd 
And naked truth, when will they fand ? 

Bewail'd by all good men, he's gone : 

Bur then Thee Virgil, moce by none. 
Thou begſt back (ah! pious in'yain) 
Thee, not ſo lent, DP uinti'ian, 

If ſweeter than the Thracians B.rd, 

Thou could'ſt ftrike runes by dull Trees heard, 
The blood would never more be made 
To flow intothe empry ſhade, 

Which Hermes wich his horrid wand 

(Inflexiblero countermand 
Th? unevitable doom of Death) 

Once drove tothe black Flock beneath. 

"Tis hard : Bac patience makes thar leſs, 


Which all che werld cannoc redreſs, 
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Ovz XXV. Paraphras'd by R. N. 
To LYDI A. 
Inſulting ever her being grown old. 


Hy how now Lydia? what's the matter 
. TheDammees don't ſo often clatter 
About thy borded windows, nor 
Croud fo. thick about chy door 
As they did uſe before ? 
Faith, you are now too old ro be a Whore. 
Your trade grows leſs and leſs ] ſee, 
And muft I \bIl fo luſt for thee, 
When thou canſt only dream of Leachery ! 
Pox on't, goand be hang'd youdamn'd old Jade: 
Since thou'rt no longer fit for Trade, 
Retire to ſome dark Cell, 
And with thy preſcnce make that Hell : 
There thou wilt cry and rore, 
Not that thou'ſt ſin'd ſo much before, 
But 'cauſe thou'rt able now to fin no more. 
Your dancing days are done , your youthful knocks 
Have now at laſt brought forth the pox 3 
Go and repent, thew ſome Remorſe 
For thy damn'd Laſt, 
Which was ar firſt 
Not to be ſatisfied by any Horlc. 
Our Gallants now that wear the Muff 
Delight in younger ſtuff: 
Burtif you!l crade, you muſt contented be 


With ſome old Cirizens dry Leachery, 
ODE 26. 
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Op» xz XXVI. BySirT, H, 
To his Muſe concerning e/Alins Lamia. 


_ 


It ts not fit for the lovers of the nſes tobe ſubjeft to cares 
and ſadueſy. The Poet commendeth by Lamia tothe 


Pimplean Muſe. 


, who the Muſes love, ſadneſs, and fear 
W1ll co rough winds commit, that they may bear 

Them to the Cretique Sea, careleſs, who ſways, 
And whom the far-North dweller moſt obeys; 
Or what. doth great Tyidates aftright. 
O my P:mplcan Muſe (my hearts delight ;) 
O thou who near pure Fountains fitteſt down, 
Wreath od*rons flowers for Lamia, wreath a crown, 
Litrle wichout thee worketh my applauſe : 
'Tis now become thine, and chy Siſter's cauſe, 
Him with unuſed ſtrainsto mn 
And with thy Lesbian lyre co conſecrate, 


OD» xs XXVII. By Sir KR, F. 
Tohis Companions, 


Tokhn Companions feaſting together, that they ſhen'd not 
quarrel in their drink, and fight with the Cups them- 


ſelves, after the mannty of the Barbarians, 


Ith Goblers made for Mirch, to fight, 
'Tis barbarous : leave that Thracian rite, 
Nor mix the baſ{htul blaſhing Go 


Of Wine, with quarrels and with blood. 
D 3 A Cande 
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A Cand-ſtick, and Q-art-por, how far, 
They differ from che Cymuitar ? 
.  Yonrwicked noiſe Companions ceaſe, 

And on yourelbows lean in peace. 

Would you have me to ſhare rh* auſtere 
Falernian liquor : Ler me hear 

Megells*« brother, by whar eyes, 

Oi what bleſt wound and ſhaft hedies, 
No ! then will I not drink : whatever 
Venxs tames thee, the toſts thy Liver 

With fire thou haſt no cauſe ro cover, 

Still findging an ingenious Lover, 

Come, thou may lt lay it whatſoere 
Ic is, -ſecurely in my Ear, 
Ah wrerch! in whata Whirl-pool tane ? 
Boy worthy of a better flame, 
What Wicch with her Thefd/im Rod 
Can looſe chee from thoſe charms > What God » 
"  Kearce Pegiſns himſelf can thee 
From ths three-(hap'd Chimera free, 


A Praphraſe on the ſame Ode, by Dr.P. 


FT Har?Quarrel in your drink,my friends? y*abuſe 

/ Glaffe., and Wine, made for a berter uſe, 
"Tis a D#'ch cxick Picyler your brawling ceaſe, (peace. 
An from your Wine and Olives lea-n both mirth and 
Your ſwords drawn ina Tavern, whilſt the hand 


Thar holds chem ſhakes,and he char fights cann'r ſtand 5 
Sheath 
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OR 


Sheath *um for thame, embrace, kils, ſo away, 

Sit down, and-ply che bufineſs of che day. 

Bur I'le not drin'., unleſs T. S. declares 

Who is his Miſtreſs, and whoſe wounds he wears, 
Whence comes the glance,trom what {weer-killing-Eye, 
That ſinks his Hope ſo low,and mounts his Muſc ſo high! 
Wilt chou not tell? Drawer, whar's to pay ? 

If you're reſerv'd, Ile neicher drink nor ſtay : 

Or ler me go, or outw'1t 5 ſhemuſt be 

Worch naming,furezwhoſe Fate it was to conquer thee: 
Speak ſoftly, ——— She! forbid 1t Heaven above ! 


Unhappy yourh ! unhappy in thy love ; 
Oh how I pity thy Ecernal pain ! 


Thou never cauſt ger looſe, thou never canſt obcain ; 
Ler's talk no more of love, my friends, ler's drink again, 


O dz XXVIIE. By Sir T. H. 


Architas, 4 Philoſopher, and Geometrician, #s preſented, 
anſwering to a certain Mariner, that all men muſt die, 
and intreating him, that he would not ſuffer his body ts 


lie on the (hore unbaried. 


= poor gift of a little duſt, confines, 


And neer unto the Xſatine ſhore enſhrines 
Thee , now ( Architar) whotxould'ſt meaſure well 
The Sea, the Earth, and Sands, which none can tell; 
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Nor could ic any help, or profic be, 
D:ath being ready ſtill co ſeize on thee; 

Thoſe airy manſions to have ſought from hence, 
And oft ſarvey'd the Heavens circumference. 

The fire of Pelops, who with gd: did feaſt, 

And aged Tython, ſhrunk at Deaths arreſt : 

And Mines, to Fives counſels call'd, was ſlain , 
And Panthois dy*d, ſent down to Hell again 
Thongh by che ſhield pull'd down, he proving well 
Thar his F.iſt-birch ih Trojan ages tell, 

Afum'd, thac Death nouzh: kill'd,bur nerves and skin : 
(No man 1n nacures power was better ſeen : ) 

Bur wenco one ſelt-{ſame nighr do fall, 

And muſtche paths of Death tread once for all. 

The Furies ſome to games of Mars aply, 
Thegreedy failer drench'd in ſailsdoth Le. 

In deach both young 2nd old, by heaps do joyn g 
Nor any head eſcapes fad Proſeypine. 

Me, the South-w:nd, crooked Orion's Mate 

O're whclmed in 1llyrian waves of late * 

But (gentle Friend) be pleagd now I am dead, 

In looſe ſandsto interremy bones, and head. 
Which done (fo thou be fafe ) may th*Eaſtern-wind, 
Which ſtirs Heſperian billows , be affign'd 

To bliſter lowdly in Fennfam woods : 

And may on every {ide, thy traffiqu'd goods 

In plen'y flow to thee from Foves juſt hand, 

And Neptune, who Terenium doth command : 

Bar if this faulc of chins (hall ſeem bur flight, 
(Which may upon thy harmleſs ifſue light) 

I wiſh due punithmenr and proud neglect 

May on thy funeral Ovicquies reflect : 

No# ſhall my prayers be poured forth in vain, 

Nox vows have ſtrengrh to ſer thee tree again; 


A 


Yet 
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Yer if thou haſte, nolonger ſtay I crave, 
But thrice tothrow the duſt upon my Grave, 


— 
— 


ODpz XXIX, BySirT. 4. 
To ICCIUS, 


It ts a flravge thir ggthat Iccius the Philoſopher inter nit* 
ting his Studies , ſhould become a man at Arms, ont 
of the love of money. 


Ccims, thou now the eArabs doſt envy 
Their golden treaſure, and to wars doſt hie, 

*Gainſt the Sabeen Kings unvanquiſked, 
And nets prepar'{t ro ſnare the horrid Aﬀede. 
What Captive Damſel her beloved flain 
Shall ſerve thee now 2 What yourh of noble ſtrain 
Shall now anointed, on thy Cup atcend, 
Prompt from his fathers Bow ſwift ſhafes to ſend ? 
Who can deny but falling Rivers may 
Runup ſteep hulls, and Tyber backward ſtray : 
When thou Panetizs books on all ſides ſought, 
And houſe of Socrates, where arts were taught, 
Do'ſt into Steely Spaniſh arms trauſlate, 
Witch promiſe to thy ſclf of berer ſtare. 


Ops XXX, By R,T. Paraphras'd, 
To VENUS. 


Whom he defires to aſſiſt hims in his woing 


O Glic'ra on th* old Pilgrimage I'm going . 
Bur'nere was man fo gravel'd in his woing : 

Good Yenns ſend thy ſervant fairer weather ; 

Or elſe remove thy ſelf, and Temple thither, 

That (ſhould my youth, or Language once more fail) 

Thy preſence may infallibly prevail. 


——_—— 
es. 


Ov_s XXXI. By Sir R, F: 


AiPOLLO 


He ahes not riches of Apollo, bat that he may have 4 
ſound mind in a ſound body. 


Hat does the Poet Phabus pray, 
In his gew Fane? what does he ſay, 

Pouring ſweet l1quor from the cup ? 
Noc give me far Sardinia's crop, 
Not hot (alabria*s goodly Kye :; 
Not Gold, and Indian Ivory : 

Nor Fields which quiet Lir#laves, 
- Andeats into with flent waves. 
Proyne, They that have them, Maſſck Vines : 
In golden Goblers carowſe Wines , 
The wealthy Merchant , which he boughc 
With Merchandgiic from $yris brought, 


The 
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The Minien of the Gods : as he 

That in one year the Atlantich Sea 
Three or four times, unpumih'd paſt, 
Mine Olives, Endive my repaſlt, 

And Mallows light. Latona's Son, 

In Minde and Bodies health my 6wn 
7 enjoy ; old Age froms dotage free, 
And ſolac'd with the Lute, give me. 


ht — Et. 


A ul ——— 


The ſame by Sir T. H. 


Hat doth chy Poer ask (Phabw divine) 
What craves he, when he pours the bowlesof 

Not the rich corn of fat Sardinia , (Wine ? 
Nor fruitful Flocks of burnt Calabria, 
Nor Gold, nor [Indian Ivory ; nor the grounds, 
Which filent Lys with ſoft ſtreams arrounds, 
Ler thoſe whom fortune ſo much Rare aligns, 
Prune with Calenjan hook their fertile vines ; 
Let the rich Merchant co the Gods. {o dear, 
(For fo I term him right, who every year, 
Three, or four times, viſits the Atlantique Seas 
From ſhipwrack tree :) Lerthim his palate pleaſc; 
And in gilt bowls drink wines of highelt price, 
Bought with the ſale of Sy7ian Merchandiſc, 
Looſe Mallows, Succory, and Olive-planc 
Serve me for food. O (great Apollo) grant 
To mein health, and free from life's annoy, 
Things native, and ſoon gotten to enjoy 
And with a mind compos'd old Age atcain, 
Not loathſome, nor depriv'd of Lyrick (train. 
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Ovz XXXIL. Paraphras'd by R. TT. 
To bu Lyre. 


4 
IF in my lov'd retirement, when 
My nobler thoughts were free 
From the impertinence of buſie men, 
| I have addreſt to thee; 
What I ſang then ſhall live ; ſhall keep its fire, 
Lintil the univerſal one expire, 
And o're poſterity I'le reign 
Monarch of Poets in the Lyrique ſtrain; 
2 


'Tis true Alrawlong before 

Found out the Mine, but left the Ore, 
Rough, and untry'd to be 
Fin'd, and wrought out by me, 

Though happier far chan mein this; 
His even genius gever mov*d amiſs; 
But in che Field, or in the Fleet, 
In the Charge, or the Retrear, 

In the heat of Aion could improve 
Every tender hint of Love, 
And with an equal pow r create 
Not only laws for verſe, but Fate. 


Ah Dear Companion! Thou that canſt controul 
Diſeaſes of che Body, of the Soul! 

Thou that in happy timesof old ; 

Haſt had an intereſt above 

Amoneglt che Counſellors of Jove, 
And here, wrought greater Miracles thay gold ! 


by Thee 
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Thee Ile inceſſantly invoke with pray'rs, 

Grant mea ſetled ſpirit ja my Ayrs, 
And ler my wavering fancy feel 

An inſpiration, conſtant as my zeal. 


is 
a 
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Oops XXXIIL Paraphras'd by R, N. 
To ALBIUS TIBULLUS. 


He mwonld not have his Friend trouble himſlf becauſe 
his Miſtreſs prefers another before bim. 


0 
Way, away fond fool, what doſt thou figh 
Becauſe thy Miſtreſsthee forſakes, 
And in thy room another takes ? 
Is thisthe cauſe of allchy whining Poctry ? 
2 


Pox on't forbear, for it is ten to one 
That he whom now ſhe loves will be 
| Slighted ere long as much as thee, 
And 'tis no more then what a chouſfand clſe have done, 


3 
Were it my caſe I (wear, the wolf and lamb 
Should ſooner down together lye, 
Then ercit ſhould be ſaid char I 
Ouce courted her again, let her goand be damn'd. 


Love is a Witch *cis true which oft times doth 
Perſons of differenc humoars tye 
Together moſt unequally, 

To the great diſcontent aud flavery of both. 


5 Buc 
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3 
But yet I'le have-the Laſs that's fair and free, 
'Twixt whoſe imbracing Arms I may 
Wantoen as doth the Rivers play 
Between their Banks, 'tis ſuch a one is fit for me. 


— 
— 


OD = XXXIV. By Sir, F. 


To himſelf, 


Repenting that having followed th: Epicureans, be bad 
been little ſtudious in wor(hipping the Gods. 


» That have ſeldom worfhipe Heaven, 

As toa mad Set too much giv'n, - 

My former ways am forc'd to balk, 

And after the old light co walk. 
For Cloud-dividing, lightning-7 ove, 
Through a clear Firmament lace drove 

His chundriag Horles, and {wift wheels : 

With which ſupporii'ng At/as rec)s : 
Wirh which Earth, Seas, the Stygian Lake, 
And Hell, with all her Furies quake. 

It ſhook me too, God pulls che Proud 

From his high Seat, and from their Cloud 
Draws the obſcure : Leycls the hilis, 
And with their Earth the vallies fills: 

'Tis all he does, he does it all : 

Yer this, bind Mortals Fortune call, 
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eA Paraphraſe on the ſame by R.N. 


| _ 
Ou that ſo ſeldom to the Temples go, 
And only bur for faſhion when you de, 
Or elſe to (coffe ar, and deſpiſe 
Thoſe who are more devout then you, 
Whoſe own mad humors, Luſts and Luxuries 
Are che ſole Deicies 
To which your ſclyes, and all you haye you ſacrifice : 
A time will come, when you ſhall find that way 
The beſt, from which you did ſo wildly ftray ; 
When ſudden tear ſhall force you to adore 
That God whom you fo fl:ghted and conremn'd before. 


2 

That God, whowhen he to bold finners ſpeaks, 

His voice lixe to a Clap of -thander breaks, 

Rattles aloud, and through the melcing $125 

With vengeance ſwift and terrible 25 li-hening flies; 

Whilſt che aſtonihe carth, and frighted Seas 
Tremble at ſuch loud words as theſc, 

And {moak and horrid (hreeks from Hell ariſe ; 

And you, preſumptuous you, then ſtanding near 
Irs dreadtul Brink all pale with fear, 

By his juſt hand expeRting to be caſt 

Into thoſe flames, which fhall for ever laſt + 

'Tis he, whoin his Juſtice rambles down 
Headlong into the deepeſt Hell 

Thoſe who with Pride higlWas huge Mountains ſwell, 

And with exalted glories doth the Humble Crowns 
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OvEx XXXV. By SirT, H. 
To Portune. 


He beſeecheth her, that ſhe wonld preſerve Czſar going 
into Britany. 


Goddeſs, which beloved Antium ſways, 

S.ull ready with thy powerful Arm co raiſe 
Men, from the low degree of wretched thralls, 
Or turn proud Triumphs into Funerals; 
The poor and ruſtick Clown with humble plea 
Solicires thee: The Lady of the Sea 
He lowdly invocates, whoere doch {weep 
In Aſian vellel the C arpathian Deep. 
The Dacian rough, the wandring Seythian, 
Kingdoms and Citics the fierce Latian ; 
Thee Mothers of Barbarian Kings do fear, 
And Tyrancs which bright Purple wear. 
Lec not a ſtanding Pillar be o'rechrown 
By: thy oftended foot : Nor be ic known, 
That troops of Warlike people now art reſt, 
Take Arms again, and Empure's peace inteſt. 
Sill, ſharp Neceſſity before chee goes, 
Holden in Brazen hand, (as pledge of woes) 
Tormenting beams, and wracks : and more to daunt, 
Sharp hooks, and molten lead do never want, 
Thee, Hope, and ſimple Faith in white accire, 
Much honour, and thy company detfire ; 
How e're thou do'ſt another habit cake, 
And made a Foc to Great Men) thei forlake. 
But che falſe Mulcicade, and perjur'd Whore 
Recirech back : yea friends, when vellels ſore 
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Is co che dregs drunk up, away do flic, 

Shunning che yoke of mutual poverty ; 

Preſerve thou Ceſar ſafe, we thee 1mavlore, 

Bound to the worlds remoteſt Britain (hore, 

And thoſe new Troopsof youth, whoſe dreadful fight, 
The Eaft and raddy Ocean dorh aftrighr, 

Fie on our broils, vile As, and Brothers fall. 
Bad age ! what miſchief do we ſhun ar all ? 

What youth, his hand for fear of Gods contains ? 
Or who from ſacred Alcar's (poll refrains? 

Ah! rather lct's dull ſwords new forge, and wher 


Againſt ch* e Arabian and the Maſſager. 


— —OO— - — I es a 


— — — —_—— 


ODpz XXXVI. Paraphras'd by R. I. 
To POMPONIUSNUMIDA, 
He we'comes him heme from Spain, 


PE be choſe Powers above, thoſe Deirics 
Thar have again 

Brought back our Friend from Spain, 

Come, come,and let us ſacrifice ; 

Down wath che Calf, come incenſe bring 
And ler itburn 

Whule we our Thanks co Gods return 

For his Arrival, let's rejoice and fing, 


Sce how h's kind ſalutes he doth diſperſe 
"Mongſt choſe with whom he did converle , 
; Thoveh none | 
Buc Lamia alone 


He doth ſo ofren k1ls, and fo much own; 
E | Their 
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Their Age and breeding were the fame, 


And they in nothing differ bur the Mame, 


Come,faith we'l make this day a Holy-day, 

Ho there! forne Bottles brinz 

We'll Drink, and Dance, and * Ing 
Our Friends good health - abouc w 'it, flic aw ay : 
What? baulk your Glaſs! Thoſc that retut le, ox rot 'um, 
Pl ſee it plede*d chough 'twere a mile to th? bottom. 
Mcchinks we look as brisk as Flowers in May. 


Now for a handſome Girl, on whom 
Oar ſparkling eyes may gaze, 
Wh lit the 
Cloſe as the Ivy abour the Tree, 
Wich circling Arms our new-come friend ;mbrace, 
And give him chouſand Kiflcs for his welceme home. 


— >=  ———__ 7. 


—_ — 
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Oss XXXVIL By Sir 7. H. 
To his Comnanioi 


Vkom he exhorteth te be merry 11pin the News of the 
Adtague victury. 


"Ow let ns drink, now dance (Companions) now; 
Let's Salian banquets roche Gods allow. 
Ic might before this time be thought a fin, 
To broach old Cecabe wines, w hilſt the mad Queen 
Prepar d rhe rune, and difaſtroustall, 
Both of the Empire and the Capitol, 
With her {cabb'd T roop of men efteminare, 
Proud with vaſt hopes,and drank with proſp'rous ſtate : 
Buc 


_ 
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Bur che ſcarce ſatery of one ſhip trom thre 

Leſs'ned her fury, whilſt great Ceſars ire 

To real fears cnforc'd her to reſign 

Her mind enrag'd with ALarectique Wine, 

He prefled with ſwift veſſels to enchain 

This monſter, flying 7caly amain : 

As Hawk che fearful Dove, or Hunter {witc 

Purſues the Hare thirow e/£m07n's \nowie drite : 

Whilſt the, thac ſhe might. die che nobler way 

Did neither as a Woman tear the ray 

Of brandith'd ſword, nor labeured ro flic, 

With ſpeedy flight in ſecrer nooksro lie: 

But with an eye (erenc, and courage bold, 

Durſt her dejzeted Palaces behold, 

Handle the hiffing Adder and the "i ake, 

And in her body their black poyſon take; 
Made che more fierce by death determined, 

She (Noble Spirit) ſcorncd to be led 

In hoſtile veſſels, as a private chrall, 

To fill proud triumphs with her w rerched fall. 


” OS oo—e—e—_— —— _ - 
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O»z XXXVIIIJ, Paraphraſ:d by ks IV. 
To bu S$:orv1st, 


|. 

2% , take away my Gown, Thatechoſe Ghows 
Which uſually at Halls are made 
'Mongſt che Furr'd Brethren of the Tra4-, 

When a whole Marker 5 ranſacxc for a Rye, 

For Mr, Warden's Worſhips noſe, 


83 -, Sirrah, 
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2, 
Sirrah, ſome Bottles to yon' Arbour bring 
That which is ſhaded with che Vine, 
And pluck ſome Burrage for the Wine : 
That gives a flavor Come, Long live the King 3 
. $ . — 
About with t, while a Ketch wehng. 
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The end of ihe Firft Bucks 
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OvDs I. By SirR. F. 
To C. ASINIUS POLLIO. 


He exhorts him to intermit 4 while his writing of Tra- 
gedics, watil he have fini/ht his Hiſtory of the Civil 
War of Rome 3 Then extols that work. 


H E Civil War from the firſt ſeeds, 
l The Cauſes of it, Vices, Tides 
Of various Chance, and our prime Lords 
Fatal Alliance, and the Sword's 
Sheath'd, bur not yer hung up, and oyl'd, 
The Quarrel's tully reconcl'd : 
Thou wrir't a work of hazard great, 
And walk'ſt on Embers in deccit- 
Full Aſhes rak*c. Let thy ſevere 
Tragical Muſe a while forbear 


TC » 
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The Stage : This publick Task then done, 
Thy Baskins high again put on, 
Afﬀicted Clients grand {upporc 
And light co che conſulting Courr : 
Whom thy Dalmatich triumph crown?®d 
Wirth deathleſs Bayes. Hark how the found 
Of thy brac'd Drums, awakes old fears, 
Thy Trumpetstingle 1n our cars : 
How clattering arms make che Horſe thog, 
And from the Horſe-man's face the blood, 
Now, now amidſt the Common Heard 
See the great Generals fighr, beſmcar'd 
W':th glorious duſt : and quePd the whole 
World, but unconquer'd Cates foul ! 
Jars, and whatſoever Gods, 
To Africk Friends, yielded to th* odds 
Of Rom; the Victors Grandſon's made 
A Sacrifice to Jugurth's ſhade, 
Wha: Feld, manur'd with Daznian blood 
Shews not in Graves, our !mpious Fcud, 
And the lond crack of Latiums tal, 
Heard to the Babyloaien wall ? 
Whar lake, what river's ignorant 
Ot the ſad war? what Sea with paint 
Of L-tine ſlaughter, 15 not red ? 
What land's nor peopled with our dead ? 
But wanton Mulc, leſt leaving Toycs, 
Thou thould'ſt curn Odes to Elegies, 
| Letus in Diwwian Cell 
Seek matcer for a lighter Quill. 
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O vs LI. By SirR. F. 
To CG SALUSTES CRESPUS 


Firſt, he praiſ es P. for hes liberality ts his Brothers : T hen 
(hems, that he who can repreſs his appetite, and deſpiſe 


wenty, is only a King, only happy. 


07, thou enemy of gold, 
Metals, which th' carch hath hoarded, Mould, 


Lintil with moderate exerciſe 
Their colour riſe. 
No Ape the name of Pontius {mothers, 
For being a Father to his Brothers : 
Surviving Fame on towring wings 
His bounty (ings. 
He that reſtrains his coverous ſoul, 
Rules morc, then if he ſhould concroul 
Both Land and Sca ; and add a WeſF- 
Indies to thi Eft. 
The cruel Drophe grows, ſclf-nurſt, 
The thirſt nos quznchr, cill che.cauſe firſt 
Be purg'd the veins, and the faint humour 
Which made the tumour. 
Vertue, that reves what Fortune gave, 
Calls crown' d Phraates his Wealth's ſlave, 
And to the Common People reaches 
More proper ſpeeches. 
Giving a Scepter, and ſurc Throne, 
And unſhar'd Palms to him alone, 
That (unconcerned) could behold 


Mountains of Gold. 
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Op: III. By Sir R, F. 
7To DELLIUS. 


That the mind ſrowld not be caff dawn with adverſity, nor 
puft up with proſperity : But that we ſhou!d live mer- 
rily, ſmce the condition of dying ts equal to all. 


KT {t:]l an equal mind, not ſunk 
With ſtorms of adverſe chance, not drunk 

With ſwcer Proſperity, 

O Dellizs that mult dy, 
Whether thou live {hl melancholy 
Or ſtretcher in a retired valley ; 

Makeall thy hours merry 

With bowls of choiceſt Sherry, 
Where the white Poplar and tall Pine, 
Their hoſpitable ſhadow joyn, 

And a foft purling brcok, 

Wich wrigling ſtream doth crook : 
Bid hither Wines and Oyntments bring, 
And the too ſhort ſweets of the Spring, 

Whilſt wealch and youth combine, 

And the Fatcs give thee Line, 

Thou muſt forgo thy purchas*d ſeats, 

Ev'n that which golden Thber wets, 
Thou muſt ; and a glad Heir | 
Shall revel wich thy care. 

Tf thou be rich, born of the Race 

OF antient [nachin, or baſe 
Licft in the ſtreet; all's one, 
Irapartial death ſpares none. 


» 


All 
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All ge one way : ſhaK&'d 1s the por, 
And fift or laſt comes forth chy lot, 
The Paſs by which chou'rt ſent 

T* Eternal baniſhmenc, 


Wu— 


— ———{{ -— —_— 
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ODz IV. BySir R. F. 


To XANTHIA PHOCEUS, 


T hat he need not be aſham'd of being in love with a Ser-« 


ving-maid : for that the ſame had befaln manya Great 
Man. 


O love a Serving-Maid's no ſhame 
The white Briſess did enflame 

Her Lord Achilles, and yet none 

Was prouder known, 
Stout T elamonian Ajax prov'd 
His Caprives Slave ; Atrides lov'd 
In midſt of all his ViRories, 

A Girl his prize : 
When the Barbarian {ide went down, 
And Hecr's death rendred the Town 
Of Troy, more cahie to be carryed 

By Grecians wearied. 
Know ({tthou from whom fair Phills ſprings ? 
Thou may'ſt be ſon in law to Kings ; 
She mourns, as one depos'd by Fate 

From regal ſtate. 
Believe'c ſhe was not poorly born : 
Phecews, (ach Faith, fo brave a ſcorn 
Ot tempting riches, could not come 

From a baſe womb, 


Her 
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Mer face, round arms, and every lim 

I praiſe unimit. SuſpeR got him, 

On whoſe loves wild-fire Age doth throw 
Its cooling Snow. 


OÞ»z V. By R. MN. Paraphras'd. 


Upon LALAGE, 


He adviſeth his Friend to forbeay Conrting hs Miſtreſs, 
becanſe ſhe us yet too Childiſh, 


T 
Hy Miſs, alas, 1s yet too young, 
She's ignorant what 'tis to Wed : 
She knows not yet what does belong 
To thoſe encounters of the Marriage Bed, 
2 
Ler heralone awhile, for the 
Il not yet jndare to hear thee ſpeak ; 
She mnſt among her School-mates be 
To eather flowers, and play at Barly-break. 


Z 
She'll quickly ripen, and ther all 
Her Childifh tricks will be forgo : 
Like fruit in Autumn the will fall - 
* will bechinc own fault, if thou haſt her nor, 


Patience a whule, and ſhe'll wooe thee, 
Fortur.e will all things bring to paſs ; 
As thou groweſt older, ſo will ſhe. 

Ii! paſs my word that then ſhalt have the Laſs, 


Slic'll 


p) 
She'll bolder grow I warr'nt thee Boy, 
And yet (nc'r fear't) ſhe will be none 
Of choſerchar ſeem ſo niceand coy, 
Mecrly to drill their whining Lovers on; 
6 
Faith ſhe's a pretty Girl, I ſwear, 
She hath a skin ſo pure and white 
As new faln ſnow, and doth appear 
Bright as the Moon, even in the clearcſt night, 


7 
Some Men may talk of this or that 
Of that ſame Boy that was ſo fair, 
You'ld cake him for I know not what, 
For beauty he could norhing be to her. 


i ———. i. 
_— ———_— 


ODz VL. BySirT. H. 


To SEPTIMIUS. 


Fe wiſheth Tybur and Tarentum may be the ſeat of hu 
old age, whoſe ſweetneſs he praiſeth.. 


N Eptimius, ready bent, with me 
Rude Cantabers, or G des to (ce, 

And thoſe inhoſpitable Quick-fands, where 

The Aoorilh teas high billows rear. 
7 yber, which th* Argives built (O may) 
That be the place of my laſt day: 
May it my mit be, of eaſe 

From journeys, warfare, and rough ſcas. 
But if the Siſter-Fates deny, 
I'le to rich fleec'd G aleſ tric, 

And 
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And thence down to Tarentwmw ſtray, 
Earſt ſubje& to Phalantms (way. 
That traR of land beſt pleaſech me, 
Where not Hymetta's full fraught Bee 
Yields berter honey, and where grow 
Olives, that equal Yenafro; 
Where the middle air yields gentle froſt, 
And a long Spring-tide warms the coaſt, 
And Awlos fertile 1n rich vines, 
Envieth not Falernian wines. 
That place, with all choſe fruitful hills, 
Me with deſire of thee full fills : 
There let thy due-paid tears deſcend 
O're the warm aſhes of thy triend, 


O»mrz VII. By A. B. 
To POMPEIUS VARUS. 


Congratnlating bis Return into his own Country. 


How often have we two 
(As inconſiderate Souldiers do) 
Ventur'd our lives together, when 
We foughr to ſerve Ambitious men, 
Who for Dominion did contend, 
And had no other Law but Might, 
That could derermine which had righ:, 


WV Y dear Comrade and chiefeſt friend, 


What 
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What bleſſed Star has brought chee home 
To pleaſant 7taly, 

Made thee a Citizen again of Rome, 
Where thou thy Gods mayſt ſee, 
And chy dear friends, and chiefly me g 

Whom thy Arrival does revive, 

Concern'd to live now chou'rt alive? 


Many a Summers day have we 
In frolicks paſt away, 
Our heads with Garlands crown'd, 
While we to raiſe our ſouls, 
With over-flowing bowls 
Of ſpritely Wine, drank ſwittly round. 


O LVarwus that Philippic fight! 
When Ceſar won the day ! 
And our whole Army pur ro flight : 

Down we our Arms did caſt, 

And baſcly ran away ſo taſt, 

As if we werein haſt: 

While thoſe chat would nor run nor yield, 
Were by ch'inſalting Conquerors kill'd : 
And ſo met grinning Honour in the field. 


Mounted upon the wings of fear; 

Which me did chrough their Army bear, 

I flew like lightning through the air : 
And being gor our of harms way 

I had the grace to (tay. 

While chou no ſooner werc gor free, 

But ch'irch of fighting hurried thee 

Into che Camp as formerly : | 
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The waves oft War male thee their wrack, 


Firſt ſpucd chee oat, then fuck'd thee baek, 


Now offer Sacrifice to Jove, 
And thank thoſe bleed Powers above ; 
And then thy aged Limbs, which arc 
Tir d with a continued War, 
Repole 1 in Safcry here 
In my {weet Groves of Laurcl,v, hcre 
No Danger lies or Fear. 
Spare not the Bottles, for they did attend 
Thy Com: no, my ingemous Friend ; 
My ſelf and all my Houſe 1s thine; 
We*l1 fill our Godlets with rare Wine, 


Ot Cares and Bufneſs we 'Il nere chink, 
But laugh, and fine, and dance, anc | drink, 
And make our Checks with Ointments he: 
Od - ories we'll _” y repeat, 
Bur all paſt Miſeries forge: 
And fear no more to come. 
Chaplers of Myrtle and ſweet Flowers 
Shall crown their cheerful Brow. 
Boy, bring the Dice that w'< may thuow, 
Who ſhall a Brimmer f1:ſt bep'n : 
The Dice and Wine we'll mingle fo, 
Till both of us arc in and in. 


We*®l! havetour Frolicks and our Freaks, 
And rchough we *re Romans drink like Creeks, 
That man's no Company for me, 
That wo? n'c ſomerimes unbend 
His thoughttal Brows ; I love co be 


Tran{ported, when I treat ny Fricnd, 
The 


IT, 
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The ſame Ode Paraphrai'd by RT: 


I. 
HO ever thought to {ec 
This Civil Fury at an end 2 
An! my m {t c nf{tant Frien'! 
Madc Demzen again and tree ? 
The cqual Sharer in my Mirth and Fear, 
When many a fullen {Juggiſh day 
With ſparkling Wine w* have {pur*d away, 
When many a tatal Arrow's flight 


We ſaw, (uncertain where *twould light, } 


And Death himſelt to aggravate our tright 
Fac'd us in all che Vizors he could wear. 
2, 
When we together from Philippi fled, 
Philippi moſt untorcunace ! 
Where juſt we ſ{cap'd the number of the dead, 
And thou wenr'ſt back to court chy Fate : 
] with ſome paltry Scars 
(Thanks to my lacky Stars} 
Had fairly quit my Shield % 
And d:d not emulace the Praiſe of tho! 
Whom 1 letr ſcrambling with our = 
For grinning Honour in the Field. 
.. 
Suſpend thy roilfome Arn, 
And in chis Brimmer drownd 
Ev'ry inharmomous Sound, 
By the Magick of thoſe Charms 
Let us torget weever tele a V Vound ; 


Tg 
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To FZeve this Sacrifice I have decreed ; 
Jevr, (though he bafM'd our Deſign) 

For thy Return ſhall have our Thanks in VVine, 
Whilſt all their Bottles bleed, 


"Y 

Here I begin my firſt Oblation, 

Twenty go-downs on Reputation, 

—— And that too, deareſt, fie, 

That Pearl the Gipfic Queens would buy, 
Or the grcat thing we tought for, Liberty. 
Who talks of Thractan Drinking, let 's outde 

The Dane, the Dutch, and Engliſh too. 

To gratulate the Safety of my Friend, 
T'll enter a Debauch, V Vorld without end. 


— —_— 
—_ 
——_ —_— 


OvDe VUIL, BySir R. F. 


To BARINE. 


That there us no Reaſon why he ſhin'd believe her, when 
ſhe ſmerrs : for the Gods revenge net the Perjuries of 
handſome Womtn, 


F any Puniſhment did follow 
Thy Perjury : it buc a hollow 
Tooth, ora ſpccxled Nail, chy Vow 
Should paſs; but thou 
When thon haſt bound thy Head with ſlghs 
Uarwiſting Oarhs, arr fairer by *c : 
And like a Comet ſpread'ſt thy Raies, 
The publick Gaze. 
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Tc boots thee to deceive the Ghoſt 
Of thy dead Mother, and (hill boaſt 
Of Heay'n with their etern abodes, 

And deathleſs Gods, 
Venus but laughs at what 1sdoney 
Her eafie nymphs, and cruel ſon, 
On bloody wherſtone grinding ever 

His burning quiver. 
New ſuitors daily are inrol'd, 
New ſervants come, nor do the old 
Forſake their 1mpious Miſtreſs dore, 

Which they forſwore, 
Thee Mothers for their Fillies dread, 
Thee gripple Sires, and Wives new wed; 
Leſt thy bewitching breath ſhould fray 

Their Lords away. 


I — — 


Ov Ez IX. BySirT. MH. 


To YVY ALGIUS 


Th:t noiv at length he would defiſÞ to deplore hes deceoſed 
My te. 


He ſwelling Clouds not always powres 

L Onrueged Fields, impetuous ſhores : 
Nor (aſpian Sea (V algins b:lov'd) 
Wich boyſttous ſtorras 1s ever mov'd ; 
Nor on Armenis*s bordring thore , 
Dull Ificles ſtand alwaies hore : 
Or garden-groves with Norch-winds riv'd, 
Or are Alſh-rrees of leaves depriv d. 


F You 
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You hill in mourgtul ſort complain, 
That death hath your dear £Myfee lain ; 
Your love ſets not, it Feſper riſe, 

Nor when from Phabus, Heſper flics : 
Bat thrice- ag'd Neftor did not (till, 
Tears, for Azti/ochus diſtill : 
Nor-Parcats, nor {ad Siſters, ever 

To wail young Tri/zs pcricver. 

Ceaſc then at length thy ſoft complaint, 
And in our ſongs, now let us paint 
Great Ceſars Trophies , and command, 
And how#onjoyu'd to conquer land. 
The Median ſtream, and Nyphate ſtrong, 
In lefler channels run along, 

And Gelens to leſs limits ty*d, 

In far morc ſtraightned Ficlds do ride. 


_—_— 
M— 
— 


OD#s X. BySuR. F. 


— 


T- LICINIUS, 
That Mediccrity,and Equality of the Mind,in both For- 


tunes, aretobe retained, 


3 He ſafeſt way of life, is neither 
To tempt the Deeps, nor whileſt foul weather 
You fearftu!ly avoid, too near 
The ſhore to ſteer, 
He that aftes the Golden Adeas, 
Will neither wan: e houſe that's clean, 
Nor {well unto the place of ſhowers, 
| Hjs envy'd Towers, 


The 


© 
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The Tempeſt doth more cftcen ſhake 
Huge Pines : and lotry turrets take , 
The greateſt falls : and Thunder lops 
The mountain tops, 

A mind which true proportion bears, 
In adverſe hopes, 1n proſperous fears 
The other lor, Jove Winters brings, 

: And Jove gives Springs, 
Tc may be well, it now 'as ull : 
Sorgerimes Apollo wich tus qw!ll, 


Wakes his dull Harp, and doth not ever 

Make uſe of's Quiver, 
In boyſtrovs Fertune ply thy Oar , : 
And tus it {toutly co the thoresg 
Contract in too auſpicious Gales 

Thy ſwelling (als. 


—. MH — - 


A Paraphriſe on the ſ,;me Ode, by S.W. 


Ould you a conſtant Fortune keep, 
Licinizs? Traſt nor the falſe Deep ; 
And though black ſtorms begin to roar, 


Aslictle cruit che /oze; 


[he man who oves the go/den mean, 
Has his earch neat, and. houſe {were clean » 
Bclow's he envies not the Courr, . 

Abvove*c he cares not for'r; 


Winds oft'nc{t tear the lofry Pine, 
While 1ts low growthdefends the Fine ; 
Huge Pilgg in greateſt ruincs fall, 


And Thunder levels all: 
F 2 


— 
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A gallant breſt hopes well at worſt, 
A change will come, though'c be long firſt ; 
And when'tis come, he fears the beſt, 
And dare not think of reſt. 


This Heay'n will teach ys every year, 
Winter has S«mmer in the rear , 
And when the Elbe doth run moſt low, 
The Tide ere Tong will low. 


Though 'tis bad now, twill ſoon be ſpent, 
Apollo's bow's nor alwaies bent, 
Bur ſometimes he'l the Aduſe bid ing, 


And touch a better ſtring: 


When Fates are croſs , then courage ſhow, 
Be wiſe when gales more proſperens blow 5 
Strike ſail, and pur nor too far our, 
The wind may curn akout, 


OD x XI, By SirT. H. 


To QUINTUS HIRPINUS. 
Cares laid aſide, let us liv: merrily. 


Hat the {antabrian ſour, or Scythian think, 
Divided from us by rough eMdria's brink, 
( Qxintzs; Hirpinus ) do nor thou inquire 
Nor for life's uſe, which lictle doch defire , 
Be too folicitous, Sleek youth apace 
Haſt's hence away, and with ic beauties grace ag 


Dry- 
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Drywged hoarineſs which turrows deep 
DiſpeNing amorons fires, and gentle ſleep, 

The Summer Flow'rs keep not their Native grace, 
Nor thines che bright Moon, with a conftanc face. 
Why doſt thou yex thy mind, ſubordivate 
Unto the counſels of Eccrnal Fate? 

Why under this high Plane, or Pine-trees ſhade 
In diſcompoſed manner, carcleſs laid 

Anoint not we, and then to drink prepare ? 
Free Bacches diſſipates conſuming care. 

But (oh ) what Boy Falernian wine's hot rage, 
Will ſoon for me, with Fountain ſtreams aſſwage ? 
Or, who will Lyde wiſh from cloſe retire 

Hither to come ? Boy, with her Ivory lire 

Bid her make haſte, and like Laeonian maids 
Tic her neglefed bair in careleſs braids. 


ODi XII. Paraphrai'd by R.N. 
To MACENAS. 


E that in verſe would to the world declare 
The deeds of Souldiers, and therage of War; 

Would Hannibals Noble Atcemptsrelate, 
And tell his Countries and hisown ſad Fate, 
Muſt run them in a brave Heroick vein 
Nor ſing themin a gentle Lyrick ſtrain. 
The March and Charge don't the ſoft Harp become, 
Burt the loud Trumpet, and che ratling Prum 2 
He that the toils of Hercules would ſhew, © 
How here the cruel Lapethites he flew C 
And there the monſtrous (entasrs overthrew, 


F 3 How 
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How he {ubdu'd thoſe Giants, thar durſt make 
Wars 'gainſt the Gods, and cauſe cv'n ove ro ſhake, 
Muſt cauſe it ina Verſe and Ryle to run 

Grear, like the Man, and ARtions he hatch done. 
Thusmuſt che mighty Ceſare Triumphs be 

In numbers told, that look as biz as hez 

When Captive Kings his harneſs'c ſteeds become, 

To draw his Chariot through the ſtreets of Rome. 


But he whoſe Muſe of Love would ſing, 
- Muſt touch it on a gentle ſtring, 
And when hee'l praiſe his Ladies eye, ( ſigh: 
Each word muſt drop a Tear, each verſe muſt breath a 
If of herHeart he durſtto ſpeak, | 
He muſt do'r' ſo as if his own would breax, 
Her Dancing, and his Verſe muſtmeer 
With comely Grace, and equal feet, + 
Her very jcſts muſt be expreſt 
As they were Oracles atleaſt. 
His Muſe muſt ſocommend her hair 
As if thoſe curled trefles were 
Of greater value then the Tndies are. 
Muſt fpeak, if the a frown but caſt, 
Words fo, as if they were his laſt, 
Till by a ſmile or kiſs ſhedoth reſtore 
New life to him that was a dying juſt before. 
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O»3n XIL1. By Sir RF. 


To 4 Tree, by whoſe fall in hu Sabine Villa, fe was like 


to have been ſtain, 


That no man can ſufficiently und:rſtaud what to a- 
wold: Prom thence he ſlides into the praiſes of 


Sappho and Alczus. 


Planter witha ( ) was he 
That with unhallowed hand ſet thee, 
A trap for the ſucceeding race, 
And ignominy of che place. 

He might as well have hang { his Sire, 
Or practis'd all the Poyſons dire 
Medea temper;d, or have ſhed 
His Gueſts blood fleeping in his bed: 

Or if a worſecrime may be found, 

As to place thee upon my ground, 
Unlucky wood ; thee, ſtagg ring crunk, 
To brain thy Maſter when th'art drunk, 

No man knows truly what to fhun 
The Panick Sea-man fears to run 
Upon ſome Shelf, but doth not dread 
Another Fate over his head : 

The Souldicr, Shafts, and Parthian fight 2 
The Parthian chains and Roman might, 

Burt Death had (till , and till will have 

A thouſand back-waies to the grave. 

How near was I Hells i\Jaundied Queen, 
And AMinos on the Bench © have ſeen, 
And the deſcrib'd Elyſian ſhades ? 

And Sappho, of her Cs 
4 


Com- 
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Complaining on eAolian wwe? 
And the A!ceas, with gold lyre 
In fuller notes thundring a Fight, 
Ratling a ſtorm, fluctring a flight ? 

Both (worthy of a ſacred pauſe ) 

The pious Ghoſts hear with applauſe : 
But moſt the Fights, and Tyrants fears, 
The ſhouldring chrong drink with their ears. 

What wonder, when th' infernal hownd, 
With thrce heads, liſtens ro that ſound : 
The furies ſnakes their curls unknar , 

Nor find revenge ſo ſweet as it. 

'Tis Play-day too, with Pelop's fire, 
And him thar ſtole from Heaven the fire. 
Orion ev*n his hunting leaves) 

And greater pleaſure thexce receives. 


ODzxXIV. ByR.F. 
To P O STHUMUS, 
That Death cannot be avoided. 


A H Pofthanns? theyears of man 
Slide on with winged pace, nor can 
Vertne reprieve her friend 
From wrinkles, age, and cnd. 
Nor, thouzh thou bribe with daily blood 
Stern Ds, who with che Stygian Flood 
Doth $evrion ſurround, 
And Titizs Acres bound. 
Sad Flood, which we muſt ferry all 
That feed upon this carthly ball, 
From 
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From the King to the poor 
Begear that howls art door. 
| In vain avoid we Mars's fury, 
And breaking waves that kill and bury : 
In vain the fickly falls, 
Fruittal of funerals 
Viſit we muſt the ſoorie ſhore 
Of dull Cocytar, th' cmpry ſtore 
Of Damnxs wicked ſtock, 
And Siſyphs reſtleſs rock. 
Thou muſt forego thy landsand goods, 
And pleafing wife : Nor of thy woods 
Shall any follow thee, 
But che ſad Cypreſs-tree. 
Thy worthy heir ſhall chen carouſc 
Thy hoarded wines, and waſh the houſe 
With better Sack, then that 
Which makes the Abbots far. 


— 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by S.W. 


Tr. 
Ime (Pofthnmus) goes with full (ail, 
Nor can thy honeſt heart avail 
A turrow'd brow, Old-age at hand, ' 
Or Death anconquer dto withſtand : 
One long night, 
Skall hide this lighe 
From all our fight, 
And equal Death 
Shall few days hence, ſtop every breath. 


Though 
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Though chou whole Hecatombs Chould'ſt bring 
In honour of ch* Infernal King, 
Who Geryon and Titio bold, 
In chains of Stygian waves doth hold : 
He'l not prize, 
Bur more deſpiſe 
Thy ſacrifice : 
Thon Death muſt feel, 
"T:s ſo decrce'd by the Fatal Wheel. 


3. 
The numerous Off-ſpring of che Earth, 
That feed on her who gave them birth z 
Each birth muſt have irs funeral, 
The Womb and Urn's alike to all : 
Kings muſt die, 
And as ſtill lie, 
As thou or I; 
And though they have 
Altchievementshere, there's gone in th* Grave, 


4. 
In vain we bloody battels flie, 
Or fear to ſail when winds are highs 
The Plagae or an infeRious breath, 
When every hour brings a new Death. 
Time will mow 
What e're we {ow ; 
Both weal and woc 
Shall have an end, 
And this th' unwilling Fates muſt ſend, 


— 


Cocytns 
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{ocytas lake thou muſt waft o're, 
Thy totter'd beat ſhall couch that ſhore; 
Thou Siſyphus ere long muſt know, 
And into new acquaintance grow : 
Shalt with life, 
Leave houſe and wife, 
Thy loves and ſtrife, 
And have no tree, 


But the ſad Cypreſs follow thee. 


6. 
Mean while chy heir ſhall nobly yu 
What thou with hundred locks kept'ſt ſafe, 
Cacnban wines, and waſh the Flore 
With juice would make an Emperor rore : 
'Twill be thy lot, 
Queſtion ir nor, 
To be forgor 
With all thy deeds, 
E're he puts on his Mourning weeds. 


_ —_—______ 


OvDrn XV. BySirR,. F. 
Againſt the Lngxury of his Age, 


oz Princely piles will ſhortly leave 
But little Lands for plowghs to cleave ; 
Ponds out-ſtretch Lacrine ſhores, 
Linmarried Sycamores 
Supplant the Elms. The Vilet, Roſe, 
With all the junkersof the Noſe, 
Perfume 
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Perfume the Olive- yards, 

Which fed their former Lords : 
And Daphnetwiſts her limbs co ſhun 
The ſons rude Courtſhip. Not ſo done 

By Cato's Precedent, 

And the old Regiment, 
Great was the Commonwealth alone, 
The private ſmall. No wide Balcon 

Meaſnr'd with private ſquare 

Gap'd for the Norths cool air. 
Northe next turf might men rejett ; 
Bid at the Publick Charge t erect 

Temples and Towns, alone, 

Of beautiful new fone. 


—_— I 
— \2- C2 — 


Ovz XVI. BySirR.F. 


_—_— 


To GROSPHILIS. 


T hat tranguillity of the mind  wiſht by all : Bat that the 
ſame is not purchaſed by heaping up Riches, or obtaining 
Honenrs, but by bridling the deſires, 


Yiet | the trembling Merchant crics, 
Into Epean Seas driven far : 
Whecu the Moon winks, and he deſcries 
No guiding ſtar. 
wiet ) In war the Thracian bold ; 
DOnuiet! the Mrdeswith quivers dight ; 


Not to be bought with gerss, nor gold, 
Nor purple bright. 
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For *cis not wealth, ner armed troops, 
Can tumults of the mind remove, 
And carcs, which about fretted reofs 
Hover above. 
His lictle's much, whoſe thrifcy board 
Shiges with a ſalt that was his fires : 
Whoſe eafic {leeps nor fears diſturb, 
Nor baſe dcfares, 
Why in ſhort life eternal care ? 
Why changing for another $#n ? 
Who having ſhun'd his native air, 
Himſelf could ſhun 2? 
Take horſe, rude Care will ride behind ; 
Embarque, into thy ſhip the creuds: 
Fleeter chen Stags and che Eaft-wind 
Chaſing the Clouds. 
Let minds of any joy poſleſt, 
Sweeren with that whartever gall 
Is mixt : No ſoul chat ere was bleſt, 
Was bleſt in all, 
The fam'd Achilles timeleſs dy'd, 
Old Tithon did his bliſs ouclive, 
And Chance, whart ſhe to'thee deny'd, 
To me may give. 
A hundred flocks about thee bleat, f 
And fair Sicilian heifers low 
To thee large neighing Mares curvete : 
In ſcarlet chon, 
Twice-dipt, art clad. Indulgent face 
Gave me a grange; a ver/ing vein 3 
A keart which (injur'd cannot hate, 
But can diſdain. 


ODE. XVII. 


——C—————————— 


Oo»s XVII. BySir R, F. 
ToM ACENAS /{ch. 


That he will not live after bin. 


Hy doſt thou talk of dying ſo? 
Neirher the Gods, nor I'm centent, 
Macenas, that thou ſhouldſt firſt go, 
My Pillar and great Ornament. 
If thee, the one half of my ſoul, 
A riper fate ſnatch hence: alas ! 
What ſhould I ſtay for, neither whole, 
And but the dregs of what I was ? 
That day ſhall end us both : Come, come, 
T've ſwornt ; and will not break it neither : 
March when thou wilt to thy long home, 
That journey we will make together. 
Chimera's flames, nor (were he riſe 
Again) Briarexs hundred hands, 
Should keep me back. *Tis juftice this: 
And in the Book of fate it ſtands; 
Were I or under Libra born, 
Or Scorpio my aſcendant be 
With grim aſpect, or Capricorn 
(The Thrant of the Latian Sea :) 
Our ſtars do wondrouſly conſent. 
Benigner Jove repricv'd thy breath 
When Satsrn was malevolent, 
And clipt the haſty wings of Death, 
In frequent Theater when thee 
Thrice the rejoycing people clapt, 
A falling T74nk had brained me, 
Between it Fax; had nor ſtepr; Ths 
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The guardian of Mercnrial men. 
Pay thou an ample ſacrifice, 
And build che Chappel thou vow'dſt then ; 


For me an humble Lambkin dies. 


Ovz XVIIL. By Sir 7, H. 


He affirmeth himſelf to be contented with a little, while 0- 
ther: are wholly addiGed to their deſires, and increaſe of 
riches, as if they ſhould always live. | 


O guilded roof, nor Ivory Pret, 
For ſplendor in my houte is ſer ; 

Nor are beams from Hymettia ſought, 
To lic a-thwarr rich Columns, broughc 
From Africk ; nor I heir unknown, 
Make Attalss his wealth, mine own. 
No honeſt Tenants wives you ſee, 
Liaconian purples weave for me : 
A loyal heart, and ready vain 
Of wit I have, which doth conſtrain 
Rome's richeſt men to ſeek the love 
Ot me, though poor : Nor gods above 
Do I invoke for larger ſtore ; 


- Nor of Mecenasask I more. 
| Tome my lingle Sabin? ficld, 


Sufficient happineſs doth yield, 
* One day thruſts on another faſt, 
And new Moons to the wane do haſt. 
When death (perhaps) is neer at hand, 
Thou faireſt Marbles doſt command 
Be cur for uſe, yet doſt negle& 
Thy grave, and houſes {till ereRz 
Nay 


— —— 


Nay would't abridge the vaſt Seas ſhore, 
Which loudly doth at Baie roar : 
Enriched little, lefs content, 

With limits of the Continent: 

Why ofcen pull'ſ chou up che bounds, 
T* enlarge the circuit of thy grounds, 
Encroaching far from Confines known, 
To make the neighbouring field chine own? 
The husband, wife, and ſordid brood, 
With antient houſhold gods, that ſtood 
In quier peace, muſt be expell*d : 

Yet 1s not any Manſion held 

For the rich Land-lord, ſo affur'd, 

As deep in Hell to be immur'd. 

Then whither do you further tend? 

Th' indifferent earth an cqual friend, 

As willingly opens her womb, 

For Beggars grave, as Princes tonub. 

Gold could of Charon not obtain, 

To bear Prometheus back again, 

Proud Tantalss, and all his ſtock, 
Death, with the bands of Fate doth lock : 
And call'd, or not call'd ready ſtands, 
To free the poor trom painful bands. 


_ 


—__ 


Opt XIX. Paraphras'd by T. F. 
Being half foxt he praiſcth Bacchus. 


T'N a blind corner jolly Bacch#s taught 
The Nymphs, and Satyrs Poetry, 
My ſelf (a ching ſcarce to be thought ) 
Was at that cime a ander by. 


And 


Ti 
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And ever fince, che whim runs in my head, 


With heaveuly frenzy I'm on fire; 
Dear Bacchas let me not be paniſhed 
For rayingy when thou did'Rt inſpire, 
Excatically drunk, I now dare fing 
Thy bigot Thyades, and the ſource | 
Whence thy brisk Wine, Honey, and Milk did ſpring, 
Enchanell'd by thy Scepters force. 
Bold as I am, I dare yer higher fly, 
And ſing bright Ariadne's crown 
Rejoyce to (ce bold Penthess deſtinic, 
And grave Lycurgus tumbled down. 
Rivers, and Sczs chine Empire all obey, 
When chon thy Standard do'ſt advance, 
Wild Mountaineers, thy Vaſlals,trim, aud gay, 
In tune and time ſtagger a dance. 
Thea when great ove began to tear his throne; 
(In no ſmall danger then he was) 
The mighty Khec#s thou did'ft pilsupen, 
And of that Lion mad'ſt an Aſs, 
Tis trace, thy talent is nor war,but mirth; 
The Fiddle, not the Trumper, thine; 
Yer did'ſt thou bravely lay abour thee then, 
Grear Moderator , God of Wane. 
Ang when to Hell in triumph thou did'ſt ride 
'Ore Cerberus thou did'it prevail, 
The filly Curr, Thee tor his Maſter own'*\d, 
And like a Puppy wagg'd his call, 
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ODr XX. .BySurT. H. 


HORACE turned into 4 Swan, will fly all over the 
world ; whence he promiſeth the immurtality of his 
Poeſie. 


Two-fold Poer, through the liquid skie, 
.C£ A I witha ſtrong unuſual wing will flies 
No longer thall I of the Earth partake, 
Bur ont of Envies reach the World forlake. 
T am nor iflued of Tgnoble ſtrain, 
Nor whom Afccenas pleaſerh to retain 
Under the title of belgv'd ſhall die, 
Or in the $ tygian lake forgotten lic. 
Now, now, upon my legs a rugged skin 
Is over-ſpread, and I a Swan am (cen : 
Upward transform'd ; alight and downic plame, 
My fingers, and wing'd ſhoulders now aſſume. }. 
And now a {hrill- rune Bird become, Ile ſoar 
And much more ſwifc then /carns, explore 
The LZybian Syrtes and them urmuring ſand 
Of Beſphor {Uraights, and Hyperbereanland. 
Me, Colchos, and the Dacian, who doth taign 
Fear of the Nar/ian's arms, ſhall entertain ; 
Gelons remote, and chey who en the brink 
Of Ther dwell, or Rhidanm do drink. 
Baniſh from my thin Herſe your tan'ral moans, 
Your ill bemoaning tears, complaints, 21:4 groans 
Clamour forbear, or fondly to conter 
The needleſs honour of a Sepulcher, 


A Pas 


—_—— 
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A Paraphraſe oy the ſame By R.N. 


T, 
_— Poetry ! whoſe noble flight, 
Soars up beyond the vulgars fight, 

Whilſt chrough choſe undiſcovered Paths above 
The Fanſie doth unſceny and quick like Angels move. 

This mounts the Poets Soul to high 

Above the ſordid Earth below, 
And all ics Flacteries, and Envies too, 

Whilſt others in the Dirr do ly 
beſparrer'd with the ſoil of foul mortality: 

2, 

He that's a Poet, and is truly ſo, 

Needs neither Wealth, nor Birth togo 

Before him to proclaim his worth ; 
For his own Noble Fancies ſer him forth. 

Ler them whoſe more Indulgent Fate 
Gives them huge Titles, or a great Eſtare, 
becauſe chey *'ve nothingelfe, glory in This or Thar ; 
He ſers up on his own great ſtock of Wir, 
And grows more truly Noble, and more Rich by ir, 
Becomes both honour'd and beloy*d by Kings, 
Whilſt in his lofty Ryle he their great Actions ſings ; 
And when he dies, co his Erernal Fame 
Leaves Treaſures in his Works,and an Immortal Name. 


3. 
He comes into the World, as others do, 
As Naked and as Helpleſs roo ; 
Till he by Time, and che Propitious Hear 
Ot Arts and Sciences ſome (trengrh doth ger, 
And thea his Mule more fledg doth grow, 
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With Fancics {ſmooth and ſotc as Down 
Ot Swans becomes o'regrown. 
The Youth now touch'e with Love | 
(Not any * Fate as much ashis) 
Through all its Labyrinchs,how plcaſant doth he move? 
And with rich Words & Metaphors doth Bcauty much 
Making cv nLove it felt more lovely then it 18.(1mprove, 


Paſt this Adventure, now his Mule begins 
To find (as well as Downy Feathers) wings, 
With Fancics vigorous and! ſtrong 
Throazh the regardleſs world the powers along, 
And norice takes of Men, and Things, 
Becomes wwh Lands and Scas familiar, 
Tf in a Calm the dothar Anchor ly, 
How ſmooth and gentle her Exprethons are? 
But vi throngh ſtorms Me chance wo fly, 
How buſtling arc hex Words, hcr Verſz how lyugh? 
With a becoming Pride ( merino heel light 
She takes aboverthe loteict Mountains height, 
And then wich a more lowly ſtrain 
She ſtoops down ce che humble Plain ; 
Into he Camp {he ru! 1123s ww Here ſhe hewd 
How hcre the Conquer*a f ly, 2nd there the Conquerour 
She ranges alt che World bout, and rhence (parſacs, 
Extracts its very Quineeticnce, 
Her Center 5 ever: v whit, CG but no where her Circumte- 
E, ( rence. 
Brave Man ! Bar yet ( ohP ry 1 ) Thou muſt dy, 
And in the Daſt muſt nnd ftingnithe ly, 
Thrown 1m amongſt che Rumncso7 Mortality, 
Bur yer thy ſoul doth upyvard fly, 
Regardlcls of our Tears bulow, 
Which wein vain upon thy Herſe beſtor., 


ir 


= 
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In vain we weep, in vain we cry, 
In vain our loſs we do bemoan; 
All we can dozis on chy Grave 
Cover'd wich ſome negleRed ſtone, 
To wrice ſome needlels Epiraph, 
Only that when 
Thoſe that n'cre knew thee living paſs chat way, 
__ Viewing the ſad Infcriprion, may 
Read an Hi: Facet Corpas,-—— Or an O Rare Ben. 


T he Endof the Second Bock. 
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Ove I. By Sir R.F. 


T hat a happy man is not made by Riches or Honowre,but h 
tranqnillity of the wind, 


W Hate Lay-vulgar ; make no noiſe, 
Room tor a Prieſt of Helicon : 


I ſing to noble Girls and Boys 

Such w(7ſes as were never known, 
Fear'd| Kings command on their own Ground 

The King commanding Kings is Jove : 
Whole Arm che Giancs did "confound, 
Whol awtul brow doth all things moye. 
One man may bea greatcr Lord 
Ot land then other: tis ; may thow 
A nobler Pedigree: a third 
Jn parts aud fame may both out-go : 


Af vurth 
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A fourth in Clients out-vie all. 
Neceſſity in a vaſt Por 

Shuffling the names of great and ſmall, 
Draws every one's imparrzal lot, 

Over whoſe head hanes a drawn (word, 
Him cannot pleaſe a Royal feaſt : 

Nor melody of /xte or bird, 
Give to his cyes their wonted reſt. 

Sleep, gentle ſleep, ſcorns nor the poor 
Abiding of che Plough-man : loves 
By ſides of Rivers ſhades obſcure : 

And rockt with Weſt-winds, Tempe Groves, 

That man to whom cnough's enough, 
Nor raging ſeas trouble his head, 

Nor fell Ar&urm (etting,rough, 
Nor fury of the rifing Kid : 

Not hail-ſmit Vines and years of Dearth ; 
Sometimes the too much wer in faulr, 
$omerimes the ſtars that brojl the earth, 
Sometimes the Winter that was naught. 

The Fiſh fear ſtifling in the ſea, 
Damm'd up. The Maſter builder and 
His men, the Land- fick Lord coo, he 
Throws rubbiſh in with his own hand. 

But fear and dangers haunt the Lord 
Into all places : and black Care 
Behind him rides : or, if on board 
A ſhip, 'cis his companion there. 

It Marble keep not Fevers our, 

Nor purple rayment help the blind, 
Nor Perſian Oyntments cure the gout) 
Nor Mafſick Wines a troubled mind 2 
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With 
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With envicd poſts in faſhion ſtrange 
Why ſhould I raiſe a ſtately pile? 
My Sabine vale why ſhould I change 
For wealth accempani'd with toyl ? 


un 
| O»sx II. BySirT. H. 


To his Friends. 


Boys are to be enured from thrir tender ape, to poverty, 
warfare, and painful life. 


Ec th' able youth himſelf enure, 

By ſharp wars taught, want to endure : 
And mounted on his horſe, with ſpear, 
Confront bold Parthians, free from fear *: 
Let him expos'd to open air, 
Live, and attempt the hard'ſ affair : 
Whom when ſome warlike Tyrants Queen, 
Or Virgin marriager-ipe hath ſeen, 
Afar from hoſtile walls, may cry 
Wirth ſighs, which from ſad paſhon fly ; 
O, chat my Royal Lord, untrain'd 
In Marr:al fears, would be reſtrain'd, 
Not by fierce Combarts fatal ſtroke, 
That wrathful Lipn to provoke, 
Whom bloody Anger's direful rage, 
In chickeſt flaughters doth engage, 
*'Ic jsa {weer, and noble gain, 
«In Countries 94 1rrel tobe ſlain. 
Deack the ſwitr lying man purſues 
With ready ſteps ; Nor doth he uſc 


To 
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To ſpare from unavoided wrack, 
Youths ſupple hams, or fearful back. 
Verrue, thar ne're repulſe admits, 

In taintleſs honours, glorious fats, 

Nor takes, or leavech Dignines, 

Rais'd with the noiſe of vulgar cries. 
Vertue (to worth Heav'n opening wide) 
Dauntleſs, breaks through ways deny'd, 
And (taught) the Rabble to deſpiſe, 
Forſaking earth to heaven flics, 

Yea truſty lence is not barr'd, 

From having a deſerv'd reward. 

He, who to blab the holy Rites, 

Of ſecret {eres Fane delights, 

Under the ſame roof ſhall nor be, 

Nor in frail Veſlel fail with me. 

* Oft Fove negleted makes the juſt 

&« To (mart with thoſe are ſtain'd with luſt : 
< Seldom revenge, though ſlow of pace, 
©« Leaves ill fore-going men to trace. 


a C.. —_i— 


Ove IIL BySir R. F. 


A Speech of Juno at the Council of the Gods, conc ern- 
ing the ending of the War of Troy ; and the begin- 
ning which the Roman Empire ſhould take from the 


Trojans. 


\ N honeſt and reſolved man, 


A. Neither a peoples tumults can, 
Netther a Tyrants indignation, 
LIn-center from hisfaſt foundation z 


Nor 
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Nor ſtorms that from the bottom moye 
The Adrian ſea, nor thundring Jove : 
Tf the crackt Orbes would ſplic and fall, 
Cruſh him they would, but not appall. 

Pollax, and wandring Hercules, 
Gain'd Heaven by ſuch ways as theſe : 
'Mongft whom Auguſtur, leaning, fps 
Immortal Nefar with red lips. 

This way deſerving Bacchwua clomb 
The high Olympas with his own 
Tam'd Tigers which Ambroſea tecd, 
And Romnlus on Mars his ſteed - 

Pleas'd Fano ſpeaking a good word 
On his behalf, ar Council-board. 

Troy, Troy,(through mine, and Pallas grudge ) 
eA fatal and adult rons Judge, 

And forrein woman overihrew, 

With its falſe King and damned Crew, 
Becauſe Laomedon forſook 
The Gods, and brake the Onth he took. 

The Spartan Strumpets famous gueſt 
L now no more jewell'd and dreſt - 

No more di:h Priams perjar 'd houſe 
Refift bold Greeks by Hed&tors prowes : 

And wars which I inflam'd are done ; 
Hy wrath then, and th: Trojan Nun 
*s Abhorr'd Off- ſpring, here 1 give 
To's father Mars that he ſhould live 

In bowers of light, ſuck Nefar-bowls, 
And be tranſcrib'd intothe rolls 
Of quiet Gods, 1 will abide, 

So long as ſPacions ſeas divide 

Ilium and Rome; fo long as beats 

On Priamus and Paris breaſts = 


A 


Inſult, 
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Inſult, and (undiſtarl*d) the wild 

Whelp in their tombs ; let the exil'd 
Reign great in any other land * 

The Capitol refulgent ſtand ; 

And awful Rome with ſeven proud heads 


 Gine Laws to the triumphed Medes: 


Rouzing hey ſelf, let her extend i 
Her dreadful name to the worlds end ; 
Where mid-land ſeas part Atricks ſoil 
From Europe, to the flouds of Nile ; - 
More valiant to deſpiſe hid gold, 
(Which wiſely Natare did with-hold) p 
T hen force it to mans uſe, by ſack, 
Of temples, or by Natnres wrack. 
Whatever corner wowld impeach 
Her progreſs, that let her Sword reach: 
Viſit the ftores of ſnow and hail, 
And where exceſſive heats prevail. 
Yet warlike Romans deſtiny, 
On this condition I decree, 
T hat they (ta pions, and grown high) 
Shall net re-Luild their Mother Troy. 
With Troy ! Troy's fate ſhall be reviv'd, 
And all hir ominous birds retriv'd, 
WWhea ſecond wars our ſelf will move, 
The Siſter and the Wife of Jove. 
Tf Phacbus harp a Brazen wall 
Should thrice ere(t, thrice it ſhould fall 
(Raz. d by my Greeks) the wife, in chain 
Thrice mourn her ſons and hasband ſlain. 
But whither ſaucy Muſe? Theſe things 
Agree not with the Lures ſoft ſtrings, 
The words of goes ceaſe xo repeat, 
And with ſmall voice matters fo great. 


', 
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Ove IV. BySir R. F. 


The Poet faith, That he hath been delivered from any 
dangers by the help of the Muſes; And that it hath 
gone ill with all who have attempted any thing againſt 


the Goas: 


I Thalia with a ſong 
From heaven ;z my Queen, I'd have it "long 
To the ſhrill pipe or co the 
The viel or Apolto's lute, 
|  Do'ſthear? ordo I fweetly rave ? 
Thear in yonder trees, which wave, 
Thy ruſtling robe, and in that ſpring 
The tuning of thy filver ſtring. 
Me, am'rous turtles (Poets theme) 
As by my native eAufids ſtream, 
A child opprefſed with {leep and play, 
Under a Mountain fide I lay, 
Fearleſs ( for what hath he to fear, 
Who from his birch was Heavens care? ) 
With ſacred Bays and Mirtle boughs, 
On which no Beaſt did ever browſe, 
Covered, left Snake or ugly Bear, 
Should do me hurt as I ſlept there 
Which ſer the neighb'ring Fields at gaze, 
As wondring what ſhould be the cauſe. 
Whether I mount the Sabize hill, 
Or withcold ſprings Preneſte chill, 
Or me che healing Bath allures; 
Wherecre I am - Muſes I'm yours. 
Friend co your ſprings, with your Songs rap, 
Acloſt Philippi Field I (cap't 
The 
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The fall of my own curſed Tree, 
And ſhipwrack in Sicilian Sea. 

Go you with me, Tle (dreadlels) try 
The Boſphorms that threats the skie, 

And (travelligg) defie thethir- 
Sty Syrian (and to do their worſt. 

Viſit che Britains fierce to ſtrangers, 
The horſe-ted Thracians bloody mangers, 
The Scythians, whom no Sun r ry warm, 
And none of them ſhall do me harm. 

Great Ceſar, you with martial toil 
Tir'd out, and glad co breathe a while 
In Winter quarters with his men, 
Refreſh in the Pierian Den. 

You give him mild advice; and well 
From you he rakes it. We can tell, 

The Giants ſelves for all their crroop 
Of monſtrous Bulks, were Thunder-ſtrook 

By him that Towns,and dreary Ghoſts, 
Immortal Gods, and mortal hoſts, 

The ſtupid Earth, and reſtleſs Main, 
Doth govern with one equal rein, 

The horrid band and brotherhood, 
Who (whilſt upon their terms chey ſtood) 
Pelion ro heap on Ofſa ſtrove, 

Gave not a lictle care ro Fove., 

Bur who: could] Mims, and the ſtrong 
Typheam, wit Prrphyrion long, 

What Rb&cws, and w ch harled crunk, 
(Torn up by ch' roots) the fury drunk 

Enceladus, raſhing againſt 
Minerva's ringing ſhield advanc'c? 

Here the devouring Y alcan ſtood, 


There Matroa Juno, and the god e\ 


Thas 
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That never lays his Quiver by, 
Bathes in pure dews of Caſtaly 
His dangling locks, haunts Delian woods, 
Patros, and Rhodes, and Xanthus floods. 
Uncounſel'd force with his own weight 
Iscruſht; a force that's temperate 
Heaven itſelf helps : and hartes no leſs 
Strength that provokes ro wickedneſs, 
This truth Orion underſtands, 
And Gypes with the hundred hands : 
He purpoſing chaſt Dianas Rape, 
Could nor her Virgin-arrows ſcape. 
The carth on her own Monſters thrown, 
" CThundred to endleſs night ) doth grone 
| Over her ſons : e/ftna dorh rore, 
| Burning, and not conſum'd. No more 
Can Tyts's heart in vultrus claw, 
| Or waſt ic (elf, or fill her Maw. 
| Offended Proſerpine reſtrains 
| Perithous in three hundred chains, 
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ODE V. By Sit R,F. 


a - ww. oo ce oe e—_—_— _ 


| The praiſes of Auguſtus, the diſhonowr of Craſſus, the 
conſtancy of Regulus, and his retarn to the Cartha- 
g101Ans. 


—_ governs heaven with his nod : 

| JF Azgnſiis 1s the carthly God; 

| Bold Britains to the Empire bow'd, 
And Perſians, with late trophies proud, 
|| Could Craſ# ſouldier lead his lite 

| Yok*d baſely with a barbaxous wite? 

| And 


| 
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And with Foe Father-in-law grow gray 
In Arms, under a Medians pay ! 

(O fathers! and degenerate ſhame! ) 
His blood forgotten and his vame, 
Eternal Veſta, and the Gown, 

Whilft there was yet a Fove, and Rome ! 

This fear'd wiſe Regulus hismind, 
And fo the baſe Accord declin'd, 
Weighing che conſequence, unleſs 
The Caprive Youth dy'd pinleſs, 

I ſaw (quoth he ) our enſigns ſtuck 
In Pwnick tanes, without a ſtroke. 
Souldiers diſarm'd,Cirizens 
Their free hands bound behind with chains. 

And the Ports open, and char field 
Which Rem2ans had incampt on, till'd. 
All this I ſaw. Redeem'd with gold 
They'l grow, belike, in fight more bold. 

Buy not iniquity. Asſtain 
White wooll *ewill never white again : 
So, if true Verne fall, deſpair 
To ſtop her cill the loweſt ſtair. 

A Hind out of the Trammels tree, 
And make her fight, then ſo will he - 
That rendred to a faithleſs foeg® 
And Carthaginians overthrow 

In ſecond War ; That ramely took 
The laſh, and (Death bur named) ſhook. 
Why theſe (forgetting whence they came) 
Confounded war with peace. O ſhame ! 

Great Carthage! thou haſt overcome 
The vertue (more then troops) of Rewee. 
His chaſt wife's kiſs, and his ſmall try 
Of Babes, he's (aid to haye pur by, 
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(As being a ſlave) and nor t' have cook 
From Earth his ftern and manly look : 
Till be <\' unwilling Senate brought 
To vote the thing that he had ſought : 

Then through his weeping friends he. went 
Tnto a glorious baniſhment. 
Though well he knew whac torments were 
Ready prepared for him there 

By Barb'rous men. Yet brake chrough all 
His Kindred, and the crouded Hall. 
To beg of him he would nor go, 
No otherwiſe then he would do 

From Clyents ſwarms, atter the end 
Of a long Term, going to ſpend 
In ſweer {ampania the Vacation, 
And give his mind ſome Relaxation. 


—_— 


_—_ CC” _— 


Ove VL bySitT. H.: 
To the Romans; 


Of the corrupt manners of that Ape. 


Oman, reſolve, thou thalr deſertleſs taſte 
Sins ſcourge, for Vice of predeccſior paſt, 
Until chou do'lt again repair 
Decaied Templcs, and make fair 
The falling honſes of che Gods diſgrac'd, 
And clcanſe cheir images, wich ſmoak defac'd. 
To think thee leſs than Gods, thy power commends; 
Hence take beginnings, hither aim chy ends, 
The Gods negle&ted, many woes 
On /taly diſtrefied, throws, 


Twice, 
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Twice Pacorus, and twice Aoneſes hand, 
Our inauſpicious armed croops disband : 
Who with a plenceous prey made glad, 
To lircle chains more links do add; 
The Dacian and the e/fthiop fierce in wars, 
Harh'almoft raz'c che City, rent with jars ! 
One with his Navy formidable, 
With darts the other better able. 
This age in vice abounding, firſt begins 
Chaſt ſtocks, and Nuprtials co pollute with fins : 
The wocs which from this fountain flow, 
People, and Countrey over-throw. 
The Maid for marriage ripe, much joys to learn 
Imick dances, and can well diſcern 
With art to fain, and quickly prove 
The pleaſures of unlawtul love. 
Straight made a wife, in midd'(t of husbandscups, 
She wich young Gallantsand Adulc*rers ſups ; 
Nor caresto whom ſhe yields by ſtealth, 
(When lights are out) loves lawleſs wealth. 
But ask'd doch rife, her knowing husband by, 
To proſtitute her marriage modeſty 
Ar FaQors call, or Pilocs hire, 
Of luſtfal ſhame, a coſtly buyer. 
That youth carne nct from ſuch Fore-fathers ſtraiii, 
Who did rhe Sea with Pznick blood diſtain + 
Not by ſuch hands did Pyrrbas fall, 
Anticchwm, nor Hannibal. 
But in thoſe days a brave and manly race 
Of ruſtick ſouldiers hved in this place, 
Well sk1l\'d in Plough, and Sabine Spade; 
And fo to ſtrict obedience made, 
Thac it (harp Morhers bade, ar cherr return 
They en their ſhoulders brought lo2s hew'd to burn, 
H Vaer 
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When Phebas changed had the meuntains ſhade, 
And weary unyok'd Oxen homeward made, 

| And that night gave their toil diſpence, 

Chaſing the Suns bright chariot hence. 

* Whar waſtcth not with Times devouring rage ? 
* Our Fathers life, much worſe than Grandhres age, 
** Scesus more wicked, to produce . 
*An Oft-fpring fuller cf abuſlc. 
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Ovxz VII. BySirR. F. 
Te ASTERIE. 


He comforts her, being ſad and ſolicitor: for the abſence 
of her husband. 


Sterie, Why doſt chou mourn 
A For Gyges, ſhortly to recurn 
On wings of Vernal air, 

Rich in Sicilian War ? 

More rich in faith. He by a blaſt 
Afterlong ſtorms, on Epire caſt, 

His Widow'd nights ſteeps there 
In many a watchful tcar. 

Yer Chloe's ſubtil meſſenger, 
Shewing what ſighs it pulls trom her, 
Whilſt in thy Flame ſhe trics, 

A thouſand ways kim tries, 

She tells how the falſe Woman wronght 
On credulous Pretas, till (he brought 
A cruel death upon 


Too chaſte Bellerophon. 
Ot 
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Of Pelens near his facal hour, 

Whilſt he ſhuns love, that's arm'd with power : 
And (cunning) rakes from duſt 
All precedents for luſt, 

In vain : For deaf as Rocks to Prayer, 
He's yer unmov'd, Bur takethou carc, 
Enipexs at next door 
Do not thy love procure. 

Though none wich better skill be ſeen 
To weild a Horſe in eAMars his green ; 
Nor wich more aCtivelimbs 
In Tybsrs Channel (wims. 

Shut to thy gate before it darken, 

Nor to his whining Muſick hearken : 
And though he {till complain 
Thou're hard, ſtill hard remain. 


* 
i _— 
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Oper V ILL. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 
To MACENAS. 


Earned Mecenas, wonder not that T, 
(A Batchelour) invoke that Deity, 
Which ac this feaſt the marricd rout adore, 
And yearly do implore. 
They pray the Gods to make cheir burchen lighr, 
And that cheir yoke-tcllows may never fight 2 
I praiſe them, not for giving me a wife, 
Bur ſaving of my lite. 
By heav'n redeem'd, I ſcap'c a falling tree, 
And yearly own that ſtrange deliverie, 


_ Yearly rejoy ce, and drink the briskeſt wine, 


Not ſpill it at their ſhrine. 
H 2 Come 
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Come (my Mecenas) let us drink, and thus 
Cheriſh tha lite, thoſe Pow'rs have given ns ; 
A thouſand cups to midwife this new birch, 
Wich inoffenſive mirth, 
No State-affairs nzar my Mecenas come, 
Since all are faln that foughr viRtorious Romye. 
By Civil brojls the Medes, our foes, will fall. 
The weakeſt co the wall, 
Oar fierce, and antient Enemy of Spain 
Is now ſubdu'd, and tamely bears our chain. 
The Savage Scythian too begins to yield, 
About to quit the field, 
Bear they the load of Government that can ; 
Thou, ſince a private, and good natur'd man, 
Enjoy th' advantage of the preſence Hour, 


For why ſhould'{t chou look ſowr ? 


——_ —_ — © - — _ —_ =o — > a 
_ tm ” ——— <——_— —— 


ODE Like By Sir R, F. 


A Dialogue of Love and Jealoufie, betwixt Horace and 
Lydia, 


Hor. \ \ T Hilſt I poſſeſt thy love, free from alarms, - 


Nor any Yonth more acceptable arms 
About thy Alabaſter neck did fling, 
Iliv'd niorc happy than che Per/ian King. 
Lyd. Winlſt thou ador'ſt not more another face, 
Nor unto Chloe Lydia gave place 5 
I Lz4ia, ſoaring on the wings of Fame, 
Eclipit the Roman 1lis with my name. 
Hor. Me, Thracian Chloe now, rules abſoluce, 
Skill'd in ſweer Lays, and peerleſsar her Lute: 


Fox 
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For whom to die I would nor be afraid, 
If Fares would ſpare me che ſurviving Maid, 
Lyd. Me, Calys, rich Ornitho's heir, doth ſcorch 
With areciprocal and equal torch ; 
For whom I would endure todie twice over, 
If Fates would ſpare me my ſurviving Lover. 
Hor, Whar if old FVerxws ſhould her Dovesrevoke, 
Aud curb us (ſtubborn) to her Brazen yoke: 
If bright-rreſt Chloe I would hencetorch hate, 
And to excluded Lydia ope the Gate ? 
Ld, Though he be fairer chan the Morning-ſtar g 
Thou, lighter than a Cork, and maddcr far 
Than the vext Ocean; when ir threats the Skie, 
With thee I'degladly live, I'de willing die, 


| —<n_———_— 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by s, W. Eſa, 


Hilſt T alone was dear to thee, 
And cnly chict in thy embrace, 
No Perſran King liv'd lite to me, 
Or halt ſobleſt or happy was. 
Lyd. Till thy love roul'd, and did prefer 
Chloe's new face, *tore Lydia, 
In fame, I (far ſurpaſſing her) 
Was greater than Rimes [lia. 
Hor. Chloes the Saint I pray to now, 
Sweetly ſhe ſings, and plays o'ch' Lute, 
For whom, would Deſtiny allow, 
My life ſhould be a ſubſticute. 
Lyd. The fame 's young Cala ( Orniths's heir) 
To me, for whom [ ſhould be glad 
It I might die, chough twice ic were, 
Would the ſame Fares but ſpare the Lad. | 
H | Hor, [ 


Hor, 
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Hor. Bur ſay ! if as before I burn ? 
Say I once more put on my chain ? 
Chloe thak*d off, and Ireturn 
To my firſt Lydia again ? 
Lyd. Though he's more glorious than a Star, 
Thou than a Cork more fickle be, 
Or pettith than the Sea, I ſwear 
Once more to live and dic with thee. 


———— 
PW EIT 
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A Paraphraſe en the ſame Ole, byT.F. 
—— L was lovely in thine eye, 


And while no ſoft embrace but mine 


Encircled thy fair Ivory neck, 
I did the Perſian King out- ſhine. 
Lyd. While Horace was an honelt Lad, 
And Chlge leſs than Lydia lor'd, 
Lydia was then a matchleſs Laſs, 
And in a ſphere *bove Ilia mov'd. 
Hor. But Chloe now has vanquiſhe me, 
Thar Lute and Voice whocould deny - 
Methinks might I bur ſave her lite, 
I could my ſelf even dare to dy. 
Lyd. Young Calas is my Gallant, 
He burns me with his flaming Ey, 
To ſave the pretty villains life, 
'Twice over I could dare to dy. 
Hor. Butſay I Lydia lov'd agen, 
And would new-braze Loves broken chain ? 
Say I ſhould turn my Chloe off, 
And take poor Lydia home again ? 


Ld, 


mage a \ On 
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Lyd. Why then thongh He a fixed Stars 
Thon lighter than a Cork ſhouldſt be, 
Mad, and nnqnict as the Seca, 
Yer would I live, and dy with thee. 


—_— 


OvDs X. By R.N. Paraphraſed. 


T, 
EF, Madam, ſee, how your p' or Lover lies 
Betorc your doors neeleted and forlorn, 
Expos'd to the rage of w /eather and your {corn, 
Both unrelenting Enemies. 
And can you ſtill ſo cruel be 
Asto bchold all chis, and yer not pity me ? 
*. 
Hark how the Norch-wind bluſters 'gainſt your doors, 
Hark how among(t the neighbouring Treecs 1t rores : 
See how che Earth's all covered o're with Snow, 
And like your Heart is frozen too. 
Away with this diſdain, away, 
For whac 15 my caſe now,may b' yours anothe: day. 


Sare you were nc're fo was bred or born, 
What though with gifts I nz*re did bribe yoar love? 
Nor could for ic look wan antl pate, 
I know you did ſuch fooP ries {corn : 
Yer ler my conſtancy prevail. 
Will nothing your compaſſ1on move ? 
Fye, Fye, you *re more unflexible I ſwear, 
Then the cough Oak, crael as Serpents arc, 
Whar thall I do? 1 cannot (ure 
Theſe Heats ayd Colds of Love for ever thus endure. 


H 4 ODE. XI. 
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ODz XI. BySir RF. 
To MERCURY. 


That he would diate to him a Song, wherewlth to bend 
Lyde. The Fable of Danaus Daughters. 


Mercary (tor taught by you 
Deaf ſtones by th' ears Amphion drew) 
And Shel, whoſe hollow Belly rings 
Wh ſeven ſtrings, 


Once mute and graceleſs, now the tongue 

Of Feaſts and Temples: lend me a ſong 

Tothread the maze of Lyde's Prayer- 
Reſiſting ear, 


Who like a three years Colt doth fetch 
A hundred Rings, and's hard to catch ; 
Freefrom 2a husband, and nor fir 

For backing yet. 


Thou mak'(t ſtiff Foreſts march, retreat 
Prone Rivers :$ Cerberas the greac 


Porrer of Hell to thee gave way, 
Stroak'd with a Lay. 


Though with a hundred Snakes he cur] 
His head, and from his Noftrils hurl 


A filchy ſtream, which all bedrops 
His criple chops? 


1xion 
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I xion too with a forc't (mile 

Did grin. Thetubs ſtood dry a while, 

Whilſt with thy Muſick thou did pleaſe 0 
The Belides. 


4 Tell Zyde that ; chat Virgin-ſlaughter, 

And famous torment, the vain water 

Couzning their Urns through chouſand drains, 
And Poſthume pains 


For cruel Maids laid up in ſtore. 
Cruel. For what could they do more, 
That could with unrelenting ſteel 


Their Lovers ll? 


One only worth Hymens flame, 
And worthy of immortal Fame, 
Her perjur'd father (pious child) 
Bravely beguil d : 


Who faid to her young Husband ; Wake) 

Leſt an Ecernal (leep thou take, 

Whence leaſt thou lock'ft : deceive my Sire, 
| And Siſters dire. 


Who like ſo many Tygers tear 
(Alas!) the prey : I (renderer) 
Will ncither ſlay, nor keep thee chus 
Pch Slaughter-houſe. 


Me let my Savage father chain, 
Becauſe my Husband 1s unſlain, 
Or 1ato fartheſt Africa 

Ship me away. 


\ 
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By Land or Sca take thos thy flight, 
Cover'd with wings of Love and Night : 
Go, go, and write when thou arc ſafe 


My Epitaph, 


— 


OvDE XII, ByT.F. Paraphraſcd. 
To NEOBULE. 


O more Love's {ubjzeRs, bar his (laves chey be, 
. That dare not o're a Glaſs of Wine be free, 
But quir, for fear of triends, their Iibercie, 


Fond Neobale ' thou art lazy grown, 
Away thy Needle, Web, and Diſtaff thrown, 
Thou hop'ſt thy work by, Hebrw will be done, 


A ſturdy Youth, and a rank Ridcr he, 
Can run a race, and box moſt manfullie, 
Swim like a Duck, and caperlike a Flea. 


He: hunts the Scag, and all che Forcſt o're 
With ſtrength and craft purſues che ſavage Boar : 
He minds che ſport, and thou defir'{t no more. 


Ove XIII, By R.N. Paraphraſed. 
To the Fountain of Blanduſia, 


ha... A 


T, 
\ Pleaſant Spring doth riſe within my Grove, 


(The Scene of my retired Contents and Love) 


Ta 
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To. which my Muſe ſhall bring 
For a grateful Offering, 
No laſcivious wanton Kid) 
With pamper'd luſts, and armed head, 
To ſtain the Cryſtal lood 
With unclean and luſtful blood ; 
Bur her ſacrifice ſhall be, 
Love, divine Love dreſt up in Poetry. 
3, 
Lo how the officious Trees their branches ſpread, 
Thickned with leaves over thy Head, 
As 1f afraid each ſcorching Ray 
On thy cold ſtreams with too much Hear ſhould play. 
Hither the panting Flocks for ſhelter run, 
When beaten from che Plains by the hot Sun, 
Whilſt from the bubbling ſtreams below, 
Such murmuring Languages do flow, 
Thar none but Loversand the Muſes know. 


— 
-— —— I — 


OÞ» «x XIV. By Sir7. H. 


To the Roman people. 


This Ode containeth the praiſes of Auguſtus returning 
out of Spain , after his (onqueſt over the Canta* | 


rIans. 


Reat Ceſar who is faid to go, 

Like Hercales againſt his toc, 
To purchaſe Bays by death, again 
Victorious is return'd trom Spain. 


The 
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The Wife that's with one husband pleas'd, 
Let her come forth, the Gods appeas'd. 
Oftavia, Ceſars Siſter, haſte, 

And mothers with your daughters chaſte. 


Attir'd in modeſt veil appear, 

And ſons returned ſafe draw neer : 
You Boys, and you new-married train 
Of wives from cvil words abſtain. 


= a was 


From me this new-made Holy-day - 


Black ſullen cares ſhall rake away 

Nor fear I in great Ceſar 's reign t 
By force or tumulc to be ſlain. ' 
(Boy) crowns, and unguents now prepare, 


And Veſſel kept, fince Marfian war, 
If any ſuch conceal*d hath been 
By wandring Spartacms not (cen. 


Ler hicher ſhrill Neera hic, 

And hair perfum'd in treſles ie : 
Bur if che Porter make delay 
Wich churliſh anſwer, haſte away. 


White hoary hairs temper the mind, 
To brawls and quarrels earſt inclin'd : 
This in youths heat I could nor brook, 
When Planes: charge of Conſul took. 


O»Ddy 
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ODE XV. By T.F. Paraphraſed. 
Aeainſ® CHLORTIS. 


Or ſhame, for ſhame give o're 
Thou over-ridden Whou 

Thou play the wanton ? fic 
Thou thac e're long muſt ie! ! 

Thou merry with che Maids ? for ſhame! 
Thy ice will freeze cheir flame, 

Think'ſt chou to pleaſc a Man, 
Becauſe thy daughter can ? 

Few Youngſters will knock ac 
An old, a rotten Gate. 

Wiſh chy young Daughter luck ; 
Thou'dſt berrer (pin, then — 

Drink Brandy thou, and hope 
No Garland, but a Rope. 


—  — 


ODE XVLI. By SirR.F. 


To MACENAS. 
That all things fly «pen to Gold: Yet HORACE &« 


contented with his own condition, in which he lives 


happy. 


Anae 1n 4 Brazen Tower immur 'd, 
Frem nighr-adulcerers, doors bars 'd, 
And of fierce Dogs a con{ltan: ward 
Would have ſafficie ncly {ecur'd, 
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If Jove and Venus had not fool'd, 
The Gaoler of the cloyfter'd Maid, 
(Though of his own ſhadow afraid) 
Turning his Godſhip into Gold. 


Gold loves to break through armed Guards, 


And Caſtles that are Thunder- proof, 
The Grecian eAngur's ſacred roof 
Was undermined by rewards. 

Gitcs were the Macedons Petar, 
With which he blew up City-gates, 
Subverted Rival Kings and States, 
And laid aboard their Men of War. 

With growing riches cares augment, 
And thirſt of greacer. 1 did well 
To ſhrink my head into my ſhell, 
Mecenas Knighthoods ornament. 

The more a man t' himſelf denies, 
The moreindulgent Heaven beſtows. 
Let them that will ide with che I's: 
I'me with the Party of che No's. 

A grcater Lord of a ſmall ſtore, 
Then if che fruicful Crops of all 
eAprlial mine own did call : 

In midſt of ſo much plenty poor. 

My little wood, and my pure ſtream, 
And corn that never fails ; makes me 
A man-more truly blcſt, then he 
Thar wears rich AFfricks Diadem. 

Though neither (ro//ick, Bees produce 
Honey to me, nor clothing fine 
Segovian flocks : nor Mafſick Wine 
Mellow in barrels tor my ule : 


Yet 
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Yer pinching Poverty's aways 
Nor, witht I more, wouldſt thou deny *c. 
Who, with contracted appetite 
May eaſier my tribute pay, 

Then if deputed Egypts King. 
Large iſſues follow large ſupplies 
He, to whom Heaven nothing denies, 
Ouws an account of every thing, 


—_ _—_— — - — = x 
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ODE XVIL ByT.F. Paraphraſed. 
To LIUS LAMIA. 


Rave e/£liza, ſprung from an Heroick line, 
Whoſe Pedigree in long deſcents do ſhine, 
Thac add*ſ? new glories to the Lamian Name, 

And rear'ſt freſh Trophies to their fame! 
Deſcended from Prince Lamw, whoſe command 
Reach from the Formian walls, o're Sea and Land : 
Well was he known our Anceſtors among, 

Where gentle Lyrzs flides along. 

Great as thou arty time will not thee obey : 
To-morrow's like to be a bluſtring day, 


' Some tempeſt teo is threarned from the Eaſt, 


As by th* unlucky Crow I guels'c : 
'Tis dry to day ! Now lay thy fuel in, 
*Ere the unwelcome Seaſon do begin, 
Good viftualsget, and frolick friends together, 
Armour of proof againſt ill weather. 


© »8 
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Op xz XVIIL BySir T. H, 
To FAUNUS. 
Who being an infernal peſtilent Wood- god, he prayeth 


that paſſing thorew hu Fields, he would be favourable to 
him and hu. 


Aunus, who after Nymphs doſt range, 
Through my precinQs and fructal Graunge 


Paſs gently, and propitious bc 
To flocks, and me, 


A tender Kid the year ſhall end, 

Full Cups of Liquor (YVenas tricnds) 

We'l pay 5 Fumes ſhall on Altars flic 
In odours high. 


Beaſts, when Decembers Noncs appear 

In grazy grounds make ſportive chear : 

The jocund Clown in Meads doth feaſt ; 
The Oxe doth rcſt. 


The Wolf *mongſt fearleſs Lambs doch ſtray, 


Woods ſtrew thee icats upon chis day ; 


The Ditcher joys with mcaſur'd mirch 
To tread the Earth, 


ODs 
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ODE XIX. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
To TELEPHUS, 


I, 
Hou por'ſt on Helvicws,and ſtudieft in vain 
How many years paſt berwixt King, & Kings reign, 
To make on old woman even twitter for joy 
Ar an Eighty eight ſtory, or che ſcuffle ar Troy - 
Burt where che geod Wine, and beſt hre is 
When the cruel Norch-wind does blow, 
And the Trees do penance in Snow z 
Where the Poers delight and dehre is, 
Thou picifal Book-worm ne're troubleſt thy brain. 
PD 
Come Drawer ſome Claret, wee'l drown this new Moon, 
More Caudles t' improve this dull night into noon : 
Lec the Healchs;lerche Houſe, 8 rhe Glaſſes rurn round, 
Bur no tears, except thoſe of the Tankard, abound. 
- Come! here's a good health to the Muſcs, 
Three brimmers to the three times chree, 
And one to each Grace let there be ; 
The tripple skull'd Dog bice him that refules. 


3, 
Let*s be mad as arch-hares,call the minſtrels,8 ſingers 
Strike up there !--kick that rogue--he ha's chilblains on's 


(fingers, 
Ler that whorſon our neighbour, on his bags thar lies 
(thinking, 
Bear a part in the ſtorm, bur notthe calm of our drink- 
(ng. 
J Come; 
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Come! bring us a Wench, or two, prichee, 
Thou T elephzy look'(t prey fair, 

And haſt agood thick head of hair, (chee 

Fetch him Chlie, the*s buxom, and loves to trade with 
Call Ghcera to me, for I am one of her Swingers, 


—_— _ : 
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Opr XX. ByT.F. Paraphraſed. 
To PYRRHUS. 


Ry Pyrh1, little doſt thou know, 
What *tis ro make a Whelp forgo 
His Lionels, ——-faith *rwill nor do ! 
It will be ſo, 
Nearchus andeaſtands his game, 
Tf he rcfolves to guit his faine, 
What's thatto you? To fave his name 
You'l purchaſe ſhame; 
Tf before Peace, you War prefer, 
Shoot at his Butr——you'l tind from her 
A Rowland tor your ' Oliver, 
That I darc (wear, 
He 1s a gay, and ſanguine Man, 
His Periwig the wind do's tan, 
And ſhe will hug him, now and than, 
| Do what you can, 


$ | OvDn 
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Opt XXL. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 
To hu Wine-Veſſels. 


" Ind Brother Butt ! asold, and brisk, as I, 
( For we had both the ſame Naciv ity.) 

Whether ro mirth, to brawls, or deſperate Love, 

Or flcep, thy s ocntle power do's move ; 
By what, or name, or ticle dignifi'd ; 
Thou nced'ſt nor tear che niceſt reſt co 'vide: 
Curvinus health fince we may not retuſe, 

Give down amain thy generous juice, 
Corvinus, tho' a Stoick, will nor balk 
Thy charms, for he can drink, as well as talk. 
Ol! {ato, ctho' he often were morole, 

Yer he would ſometimes take a Dole. 
O Wine! thou mak'(t the chick skull'd-tellow ſofrs 
Eaſeſt che Stateſman, vext wich cares full of 5 
Linriddleſt all intrigues with a free Bowl, 

Thou arrant pick-lock of the Soul! 
Thou deſt our gaſping, dying hopes revive, 
To Peſants, ſoulsas big. as Princes, give 
Inſpired Ly thee rhey ſcorn heir {laviſh fears, 

And bid their Rulers ſhake cheir cars, 
All chis, and more (grcat Bacchns) thou canſt do, ' 
Bur it kind Ycnn; be aſſiſtant roo, 
Then bring more Candles to exyel the night; 

Till Ph@zs purs the Srars ro flight, 
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OÞ»E XXII. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
Upon DIANA. 
Entle Djana, Goddeſs bright , 


Who midwiv'ſt Infants inco light, 
The Mountains Deity tripartite, 
And Queen of Night. 
To thee I conſecrate my Pine, 
Henceforth jr ſhall be ever thine, 
Yearly Ile offer at this ſhrine 
The bloud of Swine. 


ODz XXIN. By Sir T. H. 


The Gods are to be honoured with pure hands, and the te- 
ſtimony of a well: ſpent age. 


F Rural Phidi/e, at the Moons artſc, 

To Heaven thou lifr chy hands in humble wile : 
Tf chou with Sacrifice thy Lars wilc plcaſe, 

Or with new fruit and greedy Swine appcaſe, 

Thy fertile Vineyard ſhall not ſutfer blaſt 

| From peſt'lent South, nor parching dew be caſt 

| Upon thy Corn, nor ſhall thy children dear, 

Feel fickly Firsin Aucumn of the year, 

Ic is the long vow'd vitime, which is ted 
*Mongſt Holms and Okes on ſnowie eAlgids head, 
Or which in fat A/banian paſtures grew, 


That all che Prieſts ſharp Axe with blood jmbrew, 
To 
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To thee, who petty Gods doft magnifie, 
With Mirtle branch, and ſprig of Roſemary, 
Ic nothing appertains their Feaſts ro keep 
Wich ftrequznrt flaughters cf the fatreſt Sheep. 
If thy hand, free from 11I, the Altar touch, 
Thou thalc th* offended Gods appeaſe as much 
With gift of ſparkling Salt, and pious meal, 
As1f thou vows with coſtly victimes ſeal. 


ODE XX:V. By Sir R, F. 


He inveighs agninſt covetons men , who continually joyn 
houſes to khiuſes, building in the very Sea it ſelf : when 
in th: mean time no buildings can free them from the ne* 
ceſſity of dying. He [:ith the Scythians are happy, 
who draw their Houſs in Waggons, and till the fields in 
commun. Moreover, denies that corruption of man- 
ners, and licenſe of inning to be amongſt theſe, which ts 
amongſt the Romans. Bm: fer the rooting ont ef theſe 
evils, together with the depraved deffire of increaſmg 
riches, offirms, there is need of a more rigid Diſci- 
pline. 


Hough richer than unpoll'd 
eArabian wealth, and Indian Gold, 
Thon with thy works ſhould'ſt drain 
The Thyrrhene and whole Pontick Main ; 
Thou could'ſt noc, when Death lays 
On thee his Adamantine mace, 
Thy mind from terror free, 
Nor body from mortality. 
Wiſer the Scythians, 
Whoſe houſes run on wheels like Wains ; 
I 3 | And 
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And frozen Jetes, whoſe Field 

Unbounded doth free Ceres yield : 
Nor is't the cuſtom there, 

To ſow a land above a year; 
And when that Crop is born, 

The reſt relieve \t each by turn. 
There women mingle not 

For Son-1n-Law's a poyſon'd pot ; 
Nor govern: On their Dow'r 

Preſaming, or adul:*rers pow'r. 
Their Dow'r *s to be well bred : 

And Chaſtity, flying the Bed 
Of others, their own cruſt 

Perſwading, and the price of Luft, 
Oh ! he that would a{lwage 

Our blaod-thed and inteſtine rage, 
If ne would written have 

His Comntreys Father on 4; oravcs 
Let him not fear © oppoſe 

Unbr'idled licence to the noſe : 
So ſhall he gain grear praiſe 

In atcer times; fince (worthe days! ) 
We envy living worth, 

Bur miſs it when *cis laid in carth, 
For what do our Laws ſtand, 

It puniſhment weed not the Land? 
Whar ſcrves vain Preaching for) 

Which cannor cure our lives? if nor 
Thoſe Lands which flames imbrace ; 
| Nor where the neighb'ring Boreas, 
Shucs up the Porrs with cold, 

And Snows faſt nail'd to the free hold, 
The Mariner repel ? 


* It crafty Merchants learn to quell 
2 | = Th e 
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The horridſt Scas? che fears 


Of that crime Wane making tnem bear, 
And do all things, and balk 

Severer vertucs narrow walk. 
Would Heaven wed. carry all 

Our wealch into the Capicol! 
Or in the nexr Sea duck 

Our jewels and pernicjous mucs, 
Fewel of all that's nought ! 

If we repent as we naka 
Strike ar the root of ills; 

And mould we our too pliant walls 
To rougher arts: the child 

Of noble linage cannot wield 
A bounding Horle of War, 

Nay fears ro hunt, more $x:ll'd by far 
To ſtride oft the Greck bowl, 

Or the forbidden Dice to mo 
The whilſt his perjur'd Father 

Deceives hs partners truſt, to gacher 
For one that hath no wit, 

So 1ll got wealth grows faſt, and yer 
Something {t:1l ſhort doth come, 

To make it up an even ſum, 
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OvDr XXV. By A. B. Paraphraſed. 


To BACCHUS. 
B ACC HU S! Whither hurricſt chou me; 
Now I am tully fraughe with chee, 
And thus inſpired with thy moiſt Deity ? 
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Since I thy liquor drank, I find 
A newer and a nobler mind, 

A quick and lofty fanſie that's inclin'd 
To things above the power of Mankind. 


She viſits all the Caves and Groves, 
And through the World the boldly roves, 
Be the place ne're ſo far 
Shee'l chither fly, 
Nothing's too low for her, 
Nothing too high. 


Into all Dens, though ne're ſo dark an deep, 
She dares to peep. 
Swifcer and ſtronger than the wind, 
Unbounded as the air, 
Kicks the cull carth and all chings there ; 
And only is by Heayen ir ſelf confin'd. 


In this Rapture T will fing 
Th'* immortal praiſe of our viorious King, 
And plant him *mong the Stars above ; 
For he, and only he, 
Is qualified to be 
Both General, and Chancellor to Jove. 


Some incemparable thing, 
Which no other Poer knew, 

Thus rais'd, I have a mind to bring 
To my Ceſar as his due, 

Who c'xe preſumes of him to ting, 
Muſt have notions high and new ; 

Though ne'rc ſo great, they will be cruc- 


Comes 
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Something aboye the common rode, 

Since he thar's the ſubje& of chis Ode, 

Is my Sovereign, and fo far 

Beyond what other Princes are, 
That in a vulgar ſtyle co name him, 
Inſtead of praifing, would defame him. 


In ſuch extafie and trance, 

As I am now the Sacred Prieſts of yore, 

Lip tothy Temples did advance, 

And there did fing, and chere did dance, 
Before the barbarous aud rude 
Thracian gazing multitude; 

Whom thus they taught, 
Both why, aud how, they oughe 
Thy Deity to adore, 


Oh! how delightſom *cis to tread, 
Where never any Anchor did, 

To find out matter, great, and new, 
Unknown to th' imitating Crew, 
Who keeps a Round, like married men, 
Repeating {till the ſame agen. 


Thy water Nymphs I now defic, 

And Prieſts with their Artillery, 

Come thou and help me, that I may 

Nothing that's mean, nothing that's moral, ſay 3 
For thoſe that are by thee inſpired, 

Will nothing ſay, or do, but _ mult be admir'd, 


All hazards pleaſant are to me, 
Whulſt 1 do follow thee, 


Who 
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Who could not ſuch a God adore 2 
Who when men do thy aid implore, 
As I do now, 
Fuſt chou inſpir'ft our brains wich wic, 
And then for ir, 
Thou with a Garland crown'ſt thy Poers brow. 


" 
——_—_. 
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Ovs III, ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 
=: To VENUS. 


Ty true, I was a ſturdy Souldier once, 
And bravely undcr Capid's banners fought : 
Disbanded now, his f{ervice I renounce, 

My warlixe weapons ſerve for nought. 


Here ! take my Helmet, Sword, and Shield, 

My Bow, my Quiver, my Arrllery ; 

Chloe has beaten me quire out of th' tield, 
And leads me in captivity. 


Great Fen! thou that know '{t what I have been, 
How able, and how true atriend to Smocks ! 
Revenge my quarrel on th' imper:tous Quean, 

And pay her with a Pox ! 


OÞ#zt 
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ODr XXVII. BySirR. F. 
To Galatca going to Sea. 
He deter: her principally Ly the example of Europa, 


Er 1ll prefages guide the 1Il, 
A ſcreeching Owl, or from a hill 
A She-wolt mad upon the Flocks, 
Or pregnant Fox, 


And a Snake ſhaft-like ſhot acthwart 
Their Horſes way to make them ſtart, 
Their journcy ſtop. What place is here 
For provident fear ? 


Before the tempeſt bodeing toul, 

Deſcend into the ſtanding Pool, 

My Prayer ſhall from the Orient ſteer 
The King-Fiſher, 


Be bleſt, wherever thou wouldſt be, 


And Galatea think of me; 


No ominous Pye thy ſteps revoaks, 
No Raven croaks 


Yet pale Orion fad deſcends; 
I know too well whar it portends, 
When black I ſce the Adriatich, 
Or white the Zapick. 


Let 


724 ODE S. Book Tl7, 


he. ——_— 


—_— 
Re —_—C—— mm 


Let our foes wives, and all they love, 
The riſing Kids blind anger prove 
And the vext Ocean when it roars, 


Laſhing the ſhores, 


Emaropa ſo, truſting her ſofc 
Side to the ticing Bull, ſhrickt ofc, 
The Rocks and Monſters to behold, 
Though the was bold, 


She that late pickt ſweer flowers in Meads, 
And woye meet Garlands for Nymphs heads, 
In a clear night conld nothing ſpy 

Bur Sea and Sky. 


In populous Crete arriv'd ſoon after, 

O Sire (quoth ſhe) lefr by chy Daughter, 
And duty in my feeble breſt 
| By love oppreſt. 


Whence, whicher rapt ? One deatht*s too ſmall 
To expiate a Virgins fall, 
Do I (awake) crue crimes lament, 

Or (innocent) 


Doth ſome falfe Dream put me 1n pain ? 

Was'r becter through che horrid Main 

" To rove far oft : or wkh my Father h 
Freth Flowers to gather ? 


Had I that naughty Bull now here, 
How wath my nails I could him tear, 
And break the horns about chat pace 
| So lov'd of late ! 
Shameleſs 


Shameleſs Tleft my Sires abodes : 
Shameleſs I pauſe on death; ye Gods, 
(It any hear) ſhow me the way 
Where Lions ſtray. 


Ere my fair skin grow tann'd and looſe, 

And of the tender prey the juice 

Run out ; whilſt I am plump II wou'd 
Be Tigers tood. 


Die baſe Exr4pa (whiſpers me 

My Sire) behold yon beckning tree ! 

The Zone from thy chaſte waſte unknit, 
To thy neck fic. 


Or if (harp Rocks delight for ipeed, 
This hanging cliff will do the deed! 
Unleſs (being come of Royal kin) 


Thvadſt rather Ypin, 


And be a barb'rous Miſtreſs thrall, 
Her husbands trull. Yen heard all, 
And Copid tallly laughing now 
With unbent boy ; 


At length ſhe ſaid, This rage forbear ; 
That naughty Bull chou ſhalc have here : 
Prepare thy {ſclt 'gainſt he recurns 


; To break his horns. 


Jove isthy Bull, Theſe Fountains dry ; 
Learn to uſe greatneſs moderacely : 
Thy Thirds oth? World ſhall called be 
Exrope from thee, 
ODEs 


O»x XXVIIL BySir7T. H, 
To LYDE. 


He perſwadeth Lyde to ſpend the Day dedicated to Nep- 
rune, pleaſantly. 


N MNeptwnes feaſts what elſe do we? 
Q Straight ( Lyde) broach, and bring to me 
Cecubian Wines laid up in ſtore, 
And let ſtrong wiſdom ſway no more. 
Thou ſeccſt *tis Mid-trme of the day, 
And yer, as if ſwift hours did ſtay, 
A Bucr thou ſpar'ſt, was Cellar-{tall'd, 
When Bibxlus was Conſul call'd, 
With mutual ſongs wee'l Neptune pleaſc, 
And the green-hair'd Nereides. 
On crooked Lyre fing thou with art, 
Latona, and ſwift Cynthia's darr : 
Whilſt our laſt ſtrain her praiſe unfolds, 
Who Cnidos, and bright Cyclads holds: 
And Paphos with pair'd Swans doth yiew ; 
The night ſhall likewiſe have his due, 
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O pe XXIX. By Sir R, F. 
To MACENAS 
He invites him to a merry Supper , laying aſide publick 


CirCis 


FF- ſpring of Tyrrhene Kings 3 Ihave, 
Waiting thy leiſure ur my Cave, 

Of mellow Wine an unbroacht Bur, 

Wich Srikenard and Rofe-buds, to pur 

Upon thy hair. Break oft delay 2 
Do not moiſt 7 3bar (till farvay, 

And e/Xſmlaes declining hull, 
And his thar did his Father kill. 

Leave fulſome plenty, and thy proud 
Palace whoſe head isin a cloud : 

Reſvite the love of ſmoar, and noiſe, 
And all that wealthy Riawe enjoys, 

Rich men are moſtly pleas'd with change, 
And cleanly meals in a poor grange, 
Wichour their Tapeſtrics, unplough 
The furrows of a careful Brow. 

Andromed now peeps with his ſtar, 

Now Procyon thews the Dog nor far, 
He barks, and Pheba kindling Rays 
Haſte to bring back the ſalrry days. 

The Shepherd now with his faint Flock 
Looks, panting, for a guſhing Rock, 

The horrors of a gloomy wood 3 
And no airftirs to criſp the flood. 

Thou mind'ſt aftairsof Scate, and (fraughe 
With fears tor Rome) buliclt thy though: 

Vhat 
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What Scythians, what the Battrians think, 


And thoſe that diſtant Tanas drink. 

Wiſe God hath wrapt jn a thick cloud 
What 15 to come 2 and laughs aloud 
When Mortals fear more than their ſhare. 
Things preſent manage with duecare : 

The reſt are carried like a ſtream, 
Which now runs calm as any dream 
Into the Tyrrhene Sea; anon 
(Beyond all limits overflown ) 

Sweeps with it honſes, herds, and flocks, 
And trees intire, and broken rocks, 
Making the woods and mountains roar. 
That man has happineſs in ſtore 

For a hard Winter, thatcan ſay 
Unto his Soul, 7 liv'd to day. 

To morrow let it ſhine, or rain, 
Yer cannot this the paſt make yain, 

Nor uncreate and render void 
Thar which was yeſterday enjoy'd. 
Fortune that knows the Miſtreſs part, 

To uſc her Servants with proud arr, 

Her fickle tayours now beſteows 
On me, now on another throws, 

Tf the ſtay, beſt: it ſhe will pack, 
I give her all her preſents back, 

(Like Wooers when a match is broke) 
And wrapping me in my old cloak, 

My vertue, marry the next hour 
Chaſte Poverty wichonur a Dower. 

When North- winds bellow, *cis not 1 
Run ſcar'd to wretched Prayers, and cry 
Ler not my Spice, my Silks increaſe 
The riches of the greedy Seas. 


Whcn 
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When men may be in Oarsconvaid 
Through Pontich, ſtorms, then I will trade. 


ee. 


OÞ» Ez XXX. By Sir R; F. 


By writing Lyricks, he ſaith, He hath provided better 
for the Immortality of his Name, than if he had procu- 
red Brazen Statwes, and Pyramids tobe erefted to him. 
And intimates that bu chief praiſe would be, That he 
we the firſt of the Latins, who in this kind of Verſe 
imitated the Qrecks, 


A Work out-laſting Braſs, and higher 

A Than Regal Pyramids proud Spire, 

] have abſoly'd. Which ſtorming winds, 

The Sea that Turrers undermines, 

Tra of innumerable days, 

Nor the rouc of cimes can raze. 

Totally I ſhall noc die, 

And much of me the Grave ſhall flie. 
Poſteriry my name (hall boaſt, 

When Rome her (elf in Rome is loft. 
Wherclike a King loud Anfid reigns, 

Where D:#nus (poor in ſtream: ) complains 
To neighb'ring Clowns: I ſhall be ſed 

The raan, that from an humble head 

T* a Torrent {woln did fiſt in{pire 

A Roman Soul in Grecian Lyre. 

I labour wich deſcrved praile ; 

Crown, crown me, (willing Mulſc) wich Bays, 


The End of the Third Botks 
ph ODE 


OvDs I. ByT.F. Paraphraſcd. 
To VENUS. 


O more of war : -——--Dread Cytherea,ccaſc ; 
Thy teeble Souldicr ſacs tor Peace. 
Alas T am not now that man of mighr 
As when fair Cina7a bad me fight, 

Leave Yens, leave ! confider my gray hairs 
Snow'd on by fitty tedious years. 

My Ports are {lighted, and my Bulwarks down : 
Go, and bcleaguer ſume ſtrong Town. 

Make thy attempts on Afaximm ; there*s game 
To entertain thy Sword, and flame. 

There Peace and Plenty dwell : He's of the Court, 
Ie2n'rant what "cis to ſtorm a Fort : 

There ſound a charge ; He's 9encrous and young 

Cs unconcern'd, Iuſty and Ntrong ; 


He 
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He of thy filken Bauners will be proud, 
And of thy Conqueſts talk aloud. 

His bags are full : the Lad chou mayſt preter 
To be thy Treaſurer in War, | 

He may ere& Gold-ſtacues to thy name, 
And be the Trumpec of thy tame : 

Thy Deity the zealous youth will then invoke, 
And make thy beautcous Alcars ſmoke. 

With voice, and Inſtruments chy praiſe ſhall ſound z 
Divifien he, and Love che Ground, 

There, twice a day the gameſom companie 
Of Lads and Laſfles in debuoir to thee, 

Like Mars's Prieſts their numbers ſhall advance, 
And ſweetly fing, and nimbly dance, 

But as for me! I'm quite deſpiriced, 
I court nor Maid, nor Boy to bed ! 

Icannot drink, nor bind a Garland on, 
Alas! my dancing days are done! 

But hold — Why do theſe tears (teal from my Eye ? 
My lovely Ligurinm, why ? 

Why does my fault*ring tongue diſguiſe my voice, 
With rude, and inarticulate noiſe ? 

O Ligarin ! *tisthou that break'(t my reſt, 
Mechinks I graſp thee in my breſt : 

Then, Ipurſuc thee in my patſionate dreams 
Ore pleaſanc fields, and purling ſtreams, 
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Odz II, By SirR. F, 


To Antonius Julus , the ſon of Mark Anthony, the 


TriamVvir. 
That it & dangcrexs to imitate the ancient Poets: 


Ho thinks te equal Pindr, tries 
With waxen wings to reach the Skies, 

Like him that (falling) a name gave 

T his warry grave. 
As a proud ſtream char ſwoln with rain, 
Comes pouring down the hills amain, 
So Pindar flows, and fears no drouth, 

Such his deep mouth : 
Worthy the Bays, whether he pour 
From uncxhauſted Springs a ſhowr 
Ot lawleſs Dytheramls, and thunders 

In bolder numbers: 
Or fings of Gods, and Heroes (iced 
Of Gods) who! ſc juſt Swords did cutweed 
Tine Centanres, and Chimera ſtout 

Her flames put out 2 
Or mourns ſome yourh, from his {ad Spoule 
Ungmoly torn, whoſe ſtrength and prowes 
And golden raind helifcs ro ch? skies 

And lers not die. 
This Theban Swan, when he will fing 
Among the clouds, raiſes his wing 
On a itiit gale, 1 /ike the Bee 

Ot Calalrie, 
Which (coiling) ſ#cks beloved Flowers 
Abour the Thymie Groves, and Skowrs 
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jo Triumph ! And again 


Of Fount-well T ber, trame a terſe 
Bur humble verle. 
Thou Anth:ny in higher ſtrains 
b, Chaunt Ceſar, when he leads in chains * 
Fierce Germans, NS victorious brows 
Crown'd wich Bay-boughs. 
Then whom a greater thing, or good, 
Heaven hath nor lent che earth, nor ſhou'd 
Though it refin'd che age to th' old 

Saturnian gold. 
Thou ſhalc ſing to the pablick plays 
For his return, and Holy-days 
For our Prayers heard, and wrangling pleas 

' Bound to the peace. 
Then I (if I may then be heard) 
Happy in my reſtored Lord, 
W1ll joyn 1th? cloſe, and 6 (Ile ſay) 

O Sun-thine day ! 
And (thou proceeding) we'll all fing, 


fo Trinmph ! At cach turning 


Incenſe burning. 


A Hecatomb's requir'd cf thee, 
And weaned Calf excuſes me, 


In high graſs fac and fricking now, 

To pay my vow. 
Reſembled in whoſe ſhining horns, 
The increaſing Moon his brow adorns ; 
Save a whute feather in his head 

All ſorrel red. 
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A Paraphraſe on the ſume Ode, by A.C. 


; J 
[ndar 15 1mitable by none z 
The Phcenix, Pinday, 1s a vaſt ſpecies alone : 
Who e're but Dedalus with Waxen wings could flic, 
And neither fink, too low, nor ſoar too high ? 
Whar could he who follow'd claim, 
But of vain boldneſs the unhappy fame , 
And by bus fall a Sea to name ? 
Pinder unnavigable ſong, (long, 
Like a ſwoln Flood trom ſome ſteep mountains pours a- 
The Occan meets with ſuch a voice 
From us enlarg?d mouth;as drowns the Ocean noile. 


2. 

So Pindir docs new words and figures roul 

Down his 1 Imperuous Dithyr ambique ride, 
Which in vo Channd daigns © abide, 
Which neither banks nor dikes controul, 
Whether th* immortal Gods he ſings 
In a nolefs immortal ſtrain, 

Or the great acts of God-deſcended Kings, 

Who in hiis numbers ſtill ſarvive and raign, 
Each ich Emibroidred line, 
By his ſacred hand 1s bound ; 

Which their triumphant brows around, 
Does all chcir Starry Diademscut-thine, 


A 
» £ 

Whether at a race he pleaſe 

To carve in Peliſht verſe, the Conquerours Images, 
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Whether che ſwifty the skiltul, or the ſtrong, 
Be crown'd in his nimble arttul vig'rous ſong, 
Whecher ſome brave young mans untimely Fate, 
In words worth dying for, he celebrate z 
Such mourntul, and ſuch pleaſing words, 
As joy to his Mothers, and his Miſtreſs grief aftords. 
He bids him live, and grow in fame, 
Among the Stars he ſticks his name; 
The Grave can but the droſs of him devour, 
So ſmall is Deaths, fo great the Poers power. 


Lo, how the obſequious wind and (ſwelling air, 
The Theban Swan does upwards bear 
Into the welks of Clouds ; where he does play, 
And with extended wings opens his liquid way : 
Whilſt, alas, my timorous Mule, 
Unambitious tracts purſues, 
Does with weak unballaſt wings, 
About the maſhe brooks and ſprings, 
About the trees new bloſlom?d heads, 
Abour the Gardens painted beds, 
Abour the Fields and flowry Meads, 
And all inferiour beauteous things, 
Like the laborious Bee, 
For little drops of honey flee 
And there with humble-ſwcets, contents her induſtry. 


K 4 Ove 
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ODz LIIT, BySirR.F. 
To MELPOMENE. 


That he * born to Poetry, and by the benefit thereof, hath 
obtained immortality and glery. 


Hom thou CMelpomene 
Haſt ſmil'd on in his infancie, 
Him neither //#hmian game 
Shall ever for a wreſtler fame ; 
Nor ſtout Olzmpicks itecds 
ViRorious draw : nor Martial deeds 
Shew to the Capitol 
A Lanrel-crowned General 
For taming Kings: bur floods 
Which waſh rich Tyber, and green woods 
Their buſhy locks grown long, 
Make big with an eAolian ſong. 
Queen Rome hath noted me 
Of her own ſacred Qujre to be, 
+2 {weer-rongu'd Poets fing z 
.c now I fear not envies ſting. 
' 4ufe! whoſe ſugar'd words 
Are married to the golden Chords: 
ho, 3t thou touch cheir tongues, 
(iy {t © mare Fiſhes Swan: hike ſongs; 
{/« (all) wy Boon, that I 
Am. pointed at as I pals by 
Remes Lyric : thine 1t 15, 


Tlie, andpleaſe, if I do this, 
OÞ»DEx 
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ODE IV, By Sir R. F. 


He celebrates the ViGories of Druſus Nero (who was 
Son-in-law to Auguſtus Czfar ) over the Rhztians 
ard V indelicians. Alſo commemorates certain valiant 


deeds of Claudius Nero. 


A) th' eArminr-bearey of great Jove 

(Made King of all that ſoars above, 

For ſtealing him from Troy 

The * yellow trefſed Boy) * Ganymed, 

Youth whilom and his Native courage 
Drew from his neſt ere he could forage : 
And now ſofc Winds, being fair, 

Teach him to form rh" air 

Unwonted ſteps : Anon more bold 
With hoſtile force aflaults a fold ; 
Reſiſting Snakes anon 
For fight and prey ers on: 

Or ſuch as Kids a Lion view 
From tawny mother weaned new, 
Ready in paſtares (weert 
To han(el his firſt teeth : 

Such Rhetians did behold and flic 
Draſu beneath the Alps, who why 
They carry ar their backs 
An Amazonian Ax, 

I liſt not to determine here : 
Perhaps nor can, But this is clear, 
Their long Vidtorious bands 
Subdu'd by a Boy's hands, 

Felr what a mind right got, and truce 
Bred under lacky roofs could do, 
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What Ceſar's fatherly 
Care of the Claudii. 

A valiant man gets men of ſpirit ; 
Ev'n beaſts their fathers minds inherit ; 
Nor doth the bird of ove 


Ger a degenerous Dove, 
But learning inward ſtrength thruſts forth, 


And Princely breeding confirms worth : 
Still where good Precepts want, 
Good Plants turn recreant. 

What unto Nero's, Rome thou ow'(t, 
Speak Alps, and eAſdrubals red Ghoſt, 
And that bright day to thee 
The black Clouds made to flee : 

The firſt, ſince the dire African 
Through the [ta/:ian Cities ran 
Like fire through Piny weods, 

Or ſtorms on Txſcan Floods. 

Thenceforth chy youth wich proſperous pauns 
Still grew; and thy religious fanes, 

Sackt by the Punick Sword, 
Had their chagd Gods reſtor'd ; 

And perjur'd Hannibal *gan ſay 
Ar length ; Poor Sheep (of Wolves che prey) 
We worry, whom to flic 
Were a great Victory. 

The Nation that chrough flames of Troy, 
And Tyrrhene billows did convoy 
Their Gods, and Babes, and hoar 
Sires, to th' Auſonian ſhore, 

Like a dark Oak on the rich top 
Of Algidam, which Hatchers lop, 

Grows by 1ts loſs, and takes 
©:r2n70 trom the very axe. 


u# % 


Not 
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Not mangled Hydra more increaſt 
Under Alcides, nor that beaſt 
Jaſon, or he ſubdu'd 
Of Thebes, more lives renew'd- 
Plunge them i'th* Seaz they ſwim freſh out? 
Foil them, with double force chey'l rout 
The Conquerour : and fight 
As in a Miſtreſs fght. 
Now ſhall I ſend no more proud Poſts 
To joyful Carthage. Loſt, O ! loſt's, 
' Now Aſarabal 1s ſlain, | 
The glory of our name. 
What 1s't but Ners's can effect? 
Whom Heavens with proſperous Stars prote&, 
And their own prudent care 
Clews through the Maze of War. 


OO — — - 


Ove V. By Sir R. F. 


To AUGUSTUS, 


That he would at length return to the City. Deſcribes 
the peace and happineſs which Italy enjoyed under his 


Government, | 


Eavens choiceſt gitr, Rome's greatcft ſtay, 
| Now thou act too too long away : 
The holy Senate urge thy word 
For ſoon return, rerurn. Afﬀeord, 
Like day, thy preſence ; likerhe Spring 
Give a new life to every thing: 


The 
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The firſt, good Prince, our night will chaſc, 
The ſecond will prolong our days. 
As a fond mother for her ſon, 
Whom, having over Seas been gone 
Above a year, the envious wind 
| Keeps back from her embraces kind ; 
And now ſheeyesthe Vane, and prays, 
| Aud from thecrooked ſhore doth gaze: 
' So, with a loyal paſſion ſtrook, 
|; The People for their Ceſar look. 
| For now the Oxen walk n peace ; 
' Corn, and white innocence increaſe : 
' Thecleared Main the Sea-men (ail : 
| Faith promiſes, and dares not fail. 
| The married Bed unſoil'd remains, 
| Cuſtom and Law preventing ſtains : 
| Babes, lhe the father, praiſe the Mother : 
| Puniſhment 1s Sins Twin-brother. 
| Who fears cold Scythians ? who the Medes ? 
Fierce {ons of Germany, who dreads ? 
| Whilſt Ceſar doth in ſafety raign, 
| Who 1s afraid of Wars with Spain ? 
| Each manhis proper Field doth till, 
| And hides the Sun behind his Hill : 
| Recurning then co ſup with Glee, 
His ſecond courſe 1s praiſing thee. 
| For thee he prays, to thee propines, 
| Thee with his houſhold gods he joyns, 
| As, for like reaſon, thankful Greece 
| Did Caſtor and great Hercales, 
| Long laſt theſe golden Holy-days ! 
| Thas /t-ly tor thy life prays: 
{ Sp.uniled ar night, not chang'd at morn, 
| When to dry labour they return. 


'F 


| 
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Ops VI. 
To Apollo and Diana, 


Argument, 
He doth in Secularian werſe 
Phabus, and Diana'; praiſe reherſe. 


Dive quere, 
Od, whoſe revenge for boaſts, the crew 
From Niobe iprung, and Tit knew, 

And great Achill:s, who did Troy 

Almoſt deſtroys: 
The greateſt Souldier's not like thee, 
Though Sca-bred Thetss ſon he be, 
Who did with dreadful Javelin make 

Troy's Turrets ſhake. 
No Pine with keen-edg'd axehewn down, 
Nor Cypreſs with Eaſt-blafts o're-thrown, 
So amply fell, his Carcaſs found 

On Tr9jan ground. 
He ne'r (as ſcu/kt in Horſe compil'd 
For Pallas ſacrifice) beguil'd 
Ill-idliag 7roy, and Priams Court, 

With dancing ſport, 
But peblickly in flames had flung 
(O dire!) each Grecian infant young, 
Yea formleſs Embryos nor yet come 


From Mochers womd ; 


Had not thy own, and YVenw Prayer 
Prevail'd witch father Jove, to rear 
Walls for e&f£ncas toyls, of ſtate, 
| And better fate, 


@ 
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O Phaius thrill Thalias cheam, 
Who lav'dſt thy locks in Yanthas ſtream, 
Prote&t che honour'd Daunian Muſe, 

Smooth Apyews. 
"Twas Phobas gave thee wit, and art, 
And name of Poer did imparr, 
Ye nobleſt Maids, and Youths of high- 

Born anceſtry ; 
Ye guarded in Diane's bounds, 
Whoſe Bow {ſwift Stags, and Lynces wounds, 
My Levbian meaſures Patron ſtand, 

And guide my hand : 
Chaunting (as of old) Diana's Sun, 
And che ſtill light-augmencing Moon, 
Fructiferous, m4kivg Months to Ic 

On ſpeedily, 
Now wed, thou'ſt ſay : I, who cach Verſs 
Of Hor ace knew, did Lays reherſe 
To th' Gods, when ev'ry age 1n ule 

D1d feaſts reduce, 


— — —— 


— 


ODs VII. By SirR. F. 
To L. Manlius Torquatus. 


| Propoſing the arrival of the Spring, and the equal ne- 
ceſſity to all men of dying, withont hopes of living 
again, and propoſing likewiſe the change and viciſſt 
tude of all things , he invites to lead a merry and 


pleaſant life. 
| 7 ap ſnews are thaw'd, now graſs new cloaths the 
| 


And trees new hair thruſt forth, (carth, 
= 
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The ſeaſon's chang'd, and brooks late {woln with rain, 
Their proper banks contain. 

Nymphs with the Graces links dare dance around 
Naked upon theground. 

That thou mult die, the year and howrs {ay 
Which draw the winged day. 

Firſt Spring, then Summer, that away doth chaſe, 
And muſt it ſelf give place 

To Apple-bearing Autumn, and that paſt, 
Dull Winter comes at haſt, 

But the decays of time, Time doth repair : 
When we once plunged are 

Where good eAneas, with rich Ancrs wades, 
Aſhes we are, and ſhades. 

Who knows if Fove untothy life's paſt ſcore 
Will add one morning more ? 

When chou arc dead, and Rhadamanthus juſt 
Sentence hach ſpoke thee duſt, 

Thy blood, nor cloquence can ranſom thee, 
No nor thy piety. 

For chaſt Hippolitns in Stygian night 
Diana cannot light : 

Nor Theſens break with all his vertuous pains, 
His dear Perithons chains, 


_—  ——— 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode. 


He ſnow is gone, the graſs returns 
| To Fields, the Peruques to the trees, 
Earth plays with her varieties. 
Each River in Conſumption mourns, 
And humbly glides beneath her bourns, 
Contain'd within her banks degrees, 


The 
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The naked Graces lead the dance, 

With whom the Nymphs in meaſures moye, 
The ſliding years our hopes reprove; 

Which to Eternity advance, 

And the ſwift hours their ſpeed inhance, 
The day by ſnatches to remove. 

Soft Weſtern gales aliay the cold, 

On the Springs heels the Summer treads, 
Ic ſelf then to deſtruRion leads. 

Where Antamn docs her fruits untold, 
Straight comes the Finter {tiff and cold, 

And life with lazic humour deads. 

Yer Moons may wane, and ſoon increaſc, 
Bur when once we thither go, 

Where wealthy men and worthy too, 
Muſt all lay down their heads ar laſt, 

When their needleſs toils are paſt, 

To duſt and ghoſt we vaniſh all ; 

Who knows that thoſe great powers on high, 
The preſent ſum of cheſe our days, 
Will by to morrows reckoning railc ? 

Our heirs as well as we mult dic, 

And from our clutchr hands all will flic, 
Which our kind will co them conveys, 

* That once among the dead thou be, 

And che juſt Judge do ſentence give, 
In glorious ſtate on all that live : 
Thee no extraction thence ſhall tree, 
No Eloquence, no Picty, 
Thy life recover, or reprieve, 

No Father can, though much ke mourn, 
From the dark vale of ſhade bencarh ; 
Reſtore hisguiltleſs Babe to breath ; 
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Nor friend can make his triend recurn, 
When onceimpriſon'd in his Urn, 
From cold forgettulneſs and death. 


—— 


Ops VIII. By SirR.F. 


To Martius Cenſorinus. 


That there i nothing which can make m'n more inmaor- 
tal, than the verſes of Poets. 


Y friends, I would accommodate 
With goblers, Grecian tripods, Plate 
Of Corinth-Braſs: and, Cenſqrixc, 
The worſt of theſe ſhould not be chine : 
Thar 3s co lay, if I wererich 
In thoſe ſame antick pieces, which 
Parrhaſins and Scopes fame z 
He $kill'd to paint, in ſtone co trame 
This, now a God, a Mortal now. 
Zur I have not the means ; nor thou 
A mind, or purſe, that wants ſuch knacks, 
Verlechou doſt love, Thon ſhalr nor lack 
For Verle. And hear me whar *ris worth, 
Not inſcrib'd Marbles planted forth 
To publick view, which give new breath 
To great and good men after death ; 
Not the (witt flight of Hannibal, 
A his chrears curn'd co his own wall : 
Not perjur'd Carthage wrapt in flame, 
By which young Scipio brought a name 
From conquer'd Africk.: ſpeaks his praiſe 
$ loud as the Pjerjan Lays, 


Nor, 
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Nor, were Books flenc'd, conld'ft chon gain 
The Gunerdon of thy vertnons pain. 

What had become of 7lia's child 

She bare to Mars, had darkneſs veil'd 

The merits of our Romn!ns ? 

From S$tygian waters e/Eacrs, 

Vertue and fav'ring verſe afloils, 

And conſccrates to the bleſt Iles : 

A man that hath dcſcrv*'d © have praiſc, 

The Maſe embalms ; She keeps Heavens Keys. 
Thus Heresles (his labours paſt) 

With 7apiter takes wiſhe repaſt : 

The ſons of Leda Stars are made, 

And give the ſinking Sca-man aid ; 

God Bacchus, crowned with Vine leaves, 

His drooping Votarics welicves. 


— — — 


OÞDsx IX. BySirR, F. 


To LOLLIO. 


That hu writings (hall newey periſh : Vertne without the 
help of Verſes ts luried in oblivion. That he will fing 
Lollio's praiſes, whoſe vertne he now a'ſo celebrates, 


F(t chou ſhould'ſt chink che words which I 
(By founding Azfid born) compile 
To marry with che Lute b* a skill 
Never before revealP®d, ſhall dic : 
Though Homer lead che Van, the Mule 
Of Pindar, nor Alcens heights, 
Grave Steſichore, nor Cean ſighs, 
Arc hilence't, or worn out of ule. 


Nor 
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Nor what of old Anacreon plaid, 
Hath time defac't : Love lights his fire, 
And with his Quiver wears the Lyre 
Of the yet freſh e/folian Maid. 

Helen was nor the only ſhe 
A curled gallance did inflame, 

The ſplendour of his Royal train, 
And Gold and Pearls embroyderie. 

Nor Texcer firſt that drew a ſtrong 
Cydenian bows Trojans had fouzhe 
Before: nor that age only wrought 
Deeds worthy of the Mules ſong. 

Nor valiant He&or, and the brave 
Deiphob, were the only men 
Recciv'd deep wounds upon them then, 
Their children and chaſte wives to fave : 

M:n ſlaſhrt &'re Diomed was made : 
Bac all arc in oblivion drown'd, 

And put unmourn'd into the ground, 
For lack of Sacred Pcers aid. 

Vertue that's buried, and dead Sloth, 
Differ not much. Un-underſtood 
Thou ſhalt not die; nor ſo much gcod 
As than haſt ated teed che Morh. 

L«llio thou arta man haſt $kill 
To ta:thom things : that being tride 
In either Fortune, could'ſt abide 
In both upright, and Lolo (till. 

t covetous fraud a ſcourge ſevere : 
On whom the all-attracting Gold 
Could wich irs Tencers ne'r take hold ; 
Nor Conſul of one year. When ere 
Awverzuons Magiſtrate, and true, 


L. 2 | Shall 
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Shall call good , gain, bid Bribes avaunt ; 
Upon Oppoſers bellies planc 
His conqu'ring Flags 3 Loflio, that's you. 

He 1s not happy that hath much : 
But whoſo can 1s mind diſpoſe 
To uſe aright whac Heaven beſtows, 
He juſtly 1s acounted ſuch : 

If he know how hard want to bear : 
And fear a crime, mire than his end ; 
Tt for his Countrey, or is Friend 
To flake his | te he doth not tcar, 


Orr X, By T. F. Parophraſed. 
To Liznrinus, 4 beautcous Yonth., 


"FI au C, thou yet art fair (my Linnrine) 
No down as yet environs cheek, or chin : 
Bur when thoſe hairs winch now do flow, thall fall, 
And when thy Rofic cheeks carn wan and pale : 
When in thy Glaſs another Ligarine thou 
Shalc ſpy, and ſcarce thy bearded ſelf halt know ; 
Then chou (deſpis'd) {hall fing this pitcous Song 3 
Why am I old ? or why was ever young ? 


—_ 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, b;R.N. : 


Ond Lad, who in thy youthtul Bloom 
Ne're think'ſt upon old Age cocome, 
When thy tair Locks hall be all gray, 
Or (wharis worle) quice taln away. 


Thy 
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Thy Face, now dyed wich white and red, 

Be with a grifly Beard o're-(pread. 

When this thou ſeeſt, thow'le cry, alas, 

How much I'm chane*d trom whar 1 was ? 
And with thou had'(t been old, when youngzin vain ; 
Or being now old, coul{t bur be young again. 


_ 
th. 


"_— 


i. —— 
mm 


OvDe XI. By T.F. Paraphraſed. 
To PHILLIS. 


Ome Phills, gentle Phillzs ! prithce come, 
I have a Glaſs of rich old Wine at home, 

And in my Garden curious Flowers do grow, 

That languiſh to adorn thy brow. 
The Ivy, and the yellow Crowfoot there 
With verdant Chaplers wait to braid thy hairs 
With ſilver Goblers all my houſe do's ſhine, 

And Vervain round my Altar twin, 
On which the beſt of all my flock ſhall bleed ; 
Come, and obſerye with what officious ſpeed 
Each Lad, and Laſs of all my houſe atrends 

Till co my roof the ſmoke aſcends. 
If chou would'ſt know why rhou muſt be my gueſt, 
I rell thee ris to celebrate a Feaſt, 
Tae Ides of April, which have ever been 

Deyorcd to the Cyprian Queen : 
A day more ſacred, and more fit for mirth 
Than that which gave me (worthleſs mortal) birth : 
For on that day Zecenas firlt ſaw light, 

Born for our wonder, and delight. 


L 3 My 
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My Phils, fince thy yearscome on apace, 
Subſticrure me in Telephes his place, 
He's now 1mploy'd by one more rich, more fair, 
And proudly does her ſhackles wear, 
Remember whac became of Phaeton ; 
Remember what befel Bellerophon ; 
That by Ambition from his Fathers Throne, 
And this, by Pegaſ#4 thrown down. 
Content thy (elf with what 15 fic for thee. 
Happy that couple char in years agrce ! 
Shan others, and accepc my pariric, 
And I will end my Loves with thee. 
Thon art the laſt whom I intend to court, 
Come then ; and (ro prepare thee for rhe ſport) 
Learn prick-ſong, and my merry Odes reherle, 
Many a Care 1s charm'd by Verſe. 


_——— 


O»_Er XI. By SirT. H. 


To V [| R G I  ® 
He deſcribeth the approach of the Spring, and inviteth 


Virgil to a Banquet under condition. 


Oath winds, the Spring attending (till, 
Now Seas becalm, and fails do fill ; 
Now Frofts make not the Meadows hoar, 
Nor Winter Snow, ſ{woln Rivers roar, 
The Iucklefs Bird her neſt doth frame, 
Bewailing /'y7, and the ſhame 
Of Cecrops houſe, and that (o ill, 
On Kings rude luſt, ſhe wrovghc her will. 


The 
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The Shepherds of rich Flocks rcherle, 
And to their Pipcs chaunt raral Verſe : 
Seeking his Godhead to appeaſe, 
Whom Flocks and Hills Arcadian pleaſe. 
Theſe crimes do thirſty ſcafons ſend, 
But it thou (Virgil Cafar's triend ; ) 
Calenian Wines dcfir't to try, 

To me with fragrant Unguents hie, 
And purchaſe with a little Box, 

Wine, which Smlpitias ſafcly locks, 
New hopes moſt pow*rful to create, 
And bitter cares to diſſipate : 

To which content if thou agree, 

Stay not, bur quickly come to me 2 

Ile not (free coſt) my cups caroule, 
As rich men in a plenteous houſe, 
Then leave delays, and gain*s defire, 
And mindful of black Funeral fire, 

&« Short folly mix wich Counſels beſt, 
«Tis ſweer, ſometime to be in jeſt, 


>_< —_— —— —— — - _ —_——_———_ 


O Der XIII. By Sir T, H. 


Apgainſf LYCE. 
Who being old, #« beconee p ſeorn to young men, 


He Gods have ( Lyce) heard my vow, 
2. My vow 1s heard. Th' arc old, yer thou 
Fain wouldft (forſooth) be counted fair, 
And quaffe, and wanton with the air: 
And (drunk) with trembling voice invite 
Slow (pid, who takes more delight, 
L 4 On 
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On Chia's roſie cheeks to (tay, 
Youchful, and skill'd in Muſicks lay, 

H- reſtleſs with ſwift motion flies 

From wicher'd Okes, and from thee hies, 
Whom rotten teeth, and wrinkled face 
And head of ſnowie hair diſgrace. 
Nor can bright Coan Purples ule, 

Or brighteſt gems the time reduce, 
Which once ſwifc winzed age hath clos'4 
In publick Calenders diſpos'd. 

Where is thy beauty fled ? Ay me! 

Thy colour freſh, and motion free ? 
What haſt thou left of that, entire, 
Which carſt enkindled am'rous fire ? 
And me did from my (elf divert ; 2 
Next Cynaras, thon happy wert, 

For pleafing beauty and ſweet grace, 
Diſcover d in a lovely face, 

Bur Fates to Cynaras did ow 

Short lite, and Lyce like the Crow, 
Thcy here ſurviving longer hold, 

That youth inflamed may bchold, 

Nor without laughter, and much ſcorn, 
A burning Torch ro aſhes worn. 


—————— 


—— 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, By W. C. 


Y Prayers are heard, O Lyce, now ; 
They 're heard : Years write thee ag'd,yet thou 
Yourhtul, and green in will, 
Patr'it in for handſom (till ; 

And ſhameleſs doſt intrude among 
The tcaſts and ſportings of the young, 


There 


— 
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There ſham'd with Wine chy ragged chroar 
To Cupid ſhakes ſome feeble norte, 
To move unwilling fires, 
And crols our long'd defires, 
When heſtill awakes in Chias face, 
Chia that's freſh and fings with grace: 
For he (choice God) dorh in his flighr 
Skip ſapleſs Okes, and will not Light 
Upon thy cheeks or brow, 
Becauſe deep wrinkles now, 
Gray hairs, and teeth decay'd, and worn, 
Preſent thee foul, and fic for ſcorn. 
Whither 1s now that ſoftneſs flown ? 
Whither that bluſh, that motion gon? 
Alas! what now in chee 
Ts left of all that ſhe ? 
That the that loves did breath and deal, 
That Horace from himſclf did ſteal, 
Thou wert awhile the cried-up face 
Of taking arts and catching grace, 
My Cynara bcing dead ; 
Bur my fair Cynara's thread 
Fares broke, intending thine to draw, 
Till thou confeſs with th* aged Daw, 
That thoſe young Lovers, once thy prey, 
Thy zealous cager Servants may 
Hake thee their common ſport, 
And to thy houſe reſort, 

To ce a Torch thac preudly burn'd, 

Now into colder alhes turn'd. 
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ODE X I'V. By Sir7, H. 
To AUGUSTUS, 


Honours cannot be given to Auguſtus by the Senate and 
People of Rome, which may be equivalent to his ver- 
THUSs | 


Hat care of Senators, or Roman ſtate 
May with full Honours mecd perpetuate 
Thee (Ceſar) gray'd on Statues, or comprize 
Thy vertues in Rowes annual memories ? 
(O chon of Princes mighticſt) where his rays, 
The Sun orc habitable Climes diſplays 
Who Yandals, ignorant of Latian rites, 
Haſt (lately ) caught the worth in. Marcial fights : 
For Draſ#: with thy ſouldicrs hath ſubdu'd 
Swift-footed Brennians, and Genamnians rude : 
Yea Forts on A/pine Mountains dreadful grown, 
Hath more than once (viRorious) overthrown, 
Then did che elder Neyo battel wage, 
And wirh ſucceſs repel the Rhetians rage. 
Admir'd in fight by all, what ſlaughters he 
Made, wherc they vow'd to die tor libercic. 
As when Sourh-winds on furly billows ride, 
Whilſt ſhowry Pleiades the clouds divide, 
He breaking Hoftile Squadrons, with full ſpeed 
Ruſh'd through che thickeſ# Troops with fiery ſtecd - 
Or as bi-forked Aufidas, amain 
Rans bcllowing torch along th* Apalian plain, 
When he with rage, and {wclling Floods abounds, 
Tarcarning a Deluge co the tilled grounds; 


On, 
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On, (laudins, with vaſt force impetuous goes, 
Beating down armed ranks of barb'rous foes ; 
And with them all cur off, the Earch he ſtrews, 
Yet (Victor) his whole Hoſt in ſafety views : 
Thou force ſupplying, Counſels to dire, 

And the Gods made propitious, to protec, 

For on the day when Alexandria's Port 

To thee did fuppliant yield, with th* empty Court, 
Forcune, that day, three luſtres fully ſpent, 
Gave to thy crowned batrels good evenr, 
Acquir'd thee praife, and wiſhed honour won, 
Thoſe Martial feats of Warfare being done. 
Cantalrians, which before yoke never knew, 

The Izdi in, Mede, and wandring Scythian crew, 
With admiration ſtruck do gaze on thee, 
(The preſent weal of Ronwe and Ttaly : ) 
eAp)ptian Nilus, taught his ſource to hide, 
Iſter, and Tygrs ftreams thar ſwiftly glide, 
The Monſter-breeding Ocean, who doth rore, 
To the far diſtant banks o'ch* Britiſh ſhore, 
The Ganls, who fear not death 3 yea barren land 
Ot {tour 1berian clime, ſerve thy Command : 
Sicambrians, vow*d 1n ſlaughter ro delight, 

Lay weaponsdown, adore, and will nor fight, 


ODE XV. By Sir7.H. 
T he praiſeof AUGUSTUS. 


Y Muſe by Phabm was rebuk'd of late 

For ſinging Wars,and vanquiſh'd Cirics fate 
Like thoſe who in the Tyrrhene Oceans rage, 
Do lictle ſails advance, ( Ceſar) thy age 
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Afﬀordeth plentcous fruits unto che fields, 

And to Foves Capitol our Enfigns yiclds 

From Parthian Pillars fnatch'd, and after jars 
Hath cloſed Fans Temple, free from wars : 
Confaſfion hath with order re&ifi*d, 

And wandring liberty, with fetters ty'd : 

Hath antient Arts recall'd ; by which *tis known 
Heſperia's ſtrength, and Latine name hath grown : 
Imperial pomp hath ſpread, and glory won, 
Stretch'd from theriſfing to the ſetting Sun. 

While Ceſar is our Guardian, civil War, 

Nor violence, our peacetul rcſt ſhall marre 

Nat anger,which Swords ſharp'nech,and confounds 
Citics, unhappy made with mutual wounds ; 

Nor they, for thirſt, char drink in /ſfer deep, 

Shall once refuſe the Julian laws to keep + 

Not Serer, faithleſs Per/gans, nor the Geter, H 
Nor thoſe, who neer to Tanars have their ſeats. 
And weon Holy evecs, and Holy days, 
Amongſt free Cups to merry Bacchw praile ; 
With wife and children ſtanding in our fight, 
(Firſt Gods invoking with religiousrice) F 
Will gladly, as our Grandkres did, reherſc, 
(And tuning Lydian Pipe co various verſe) 
Heroick Captains, T roy. Anchiſes gone, 
And brave e/Eneas, Cytherea's (lon, I, 


eee ee ee ne iro Co— 


The End of 1he Odes. 
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EyeDps I. BySirR.F. 


To MACENAS, 


He offers himſel f to arcompany Mzcenas going to the war 
of Actium, nt fir any help be can bring him by hu 
preſence, Lat becanſe being preſent be ſhall have leſs ap- 


prehenflons for him. 


Hou got now our Fleets General, 
Our Fleet, the Empires wall: 
To take thy Sov 'raigns danger, preſt 


Upon chy willing breſt. 

I, to whom life in thine 15 ſweet, 
But bitter without ar, 

Shall T (though b1q) mine caſe purſue 
(No eaſe if wanting you) 

Or elſe with courage maſculine 
Make eng in the defign ? 

L will : and chee o're Alpes Ve follow, 
Through Lands ualcen b' Apollo 


And 
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And to the farcheſt Weſtern part, 
With an undaunted hearr, 
Thou '« ask, what ſcrves my going for, 
| Weak, and unapt for War ? 
T ſhall fear leſs, 1f I be there ; 
Abſcnce augmenterh fear. 
So Birds, c1voxc'd from their raw young, 
Fear more the Snakes ftorkt rongue ; 
Whereas (alas) if they had ſtaid, 
They could have lent no aid. 
This and all warfares I'dc embrace, 
Only to gain thy grace : 
Not that my galling ploughs may vcx 
A handrcd Oxens necks : 
Nor that my flocks when the Dog raigns, 
For Hills may change the Plans : 
Nor that my In-land Seat may reach 
To rhe far diſtant Beach. ; 
Thy bounty hath orc-flow*d my meaſure ; 
I would not maſs up Trealutc 
To bury with the Miſcrs carc, 


Or ſquander like his heir. 


WTIREGTYy TmIRr—=y W—_— oe ITE ern, ne ee ty————_ 


Eryovps II. By Sir R. F. 


He comprehends in this Ode divers praiſes of a Countrey 
life : Commending it chiefly from the tranquillity and 
ſrugality thereof, 


Appy ishe , that free from mencal toil, 
Lixe the old Morals, ploughs his Native ſoil 
With his own Oxen ; out of-debt ; Nor leads 
A fouldicrs lite, fill inalarms;z nor dreads 
Th 
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Th' enraged Sea : and flies at any rate 
From Law-ſuits, and the proud porch of che Greats 
Whacz docs he then? He, lofty Poplars joyns 
Unto adult and marriagable Vines; 
And the wild branches with his Sickle opt, 
Doth better children in th:ir rooms adopt z 
Or in a hollow valley, from above, 
Behold his lowing herds ſecurely rove ; 
Or, his beſt Honey, which he means to keep, 
Puts inclean pots : or ſhears his tender ſheep. 
Or when plump Autumn fhews his bending head 
With mellow Apples beautifully red, 
With what a guſt his grafted Pears he pulls; 
And Grapes,the poor mans Purple ! whence he culls 
The faireſt, tor thee Prjep ; and for thee 
Sylvan, Guardian of his husbandry. 
Linder an aged Oak he loves to paſs 
The heats ; or lolling on the marted praſs, 
Berwcen deep banks a River rowls the while 3 
The Birdsthey prattle to the Trees that ſmile z 
A purling Brook runs chiding all the way, 
Which gentle ſlumbers to his eyes convey, 
But when rough Winter thundring comes, to throw 
The treaſures open of the Rain and Snouww 3 
Either with Dpgs, behind him and before 
He drives into histoils che easked Boar ; 


| Or ſpreads his thinner Nets beſide ſome buſh, 


An amiuſcads tor the greedy Thra(h, 
And (dear delights) inveieles in his ſnare 

The Traveller- #ood-cock, aud the Cowarde Hare, 
Who at theſe ſports, evades nor all thoſe darts, 

With which looſe love affaults our vacant hearts, 
Bar it a vertnons Wife, that bears ſweet fruit 

Yeaily to one, and guides the houſe to boat : 


(Such 


* 
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(Such as the Sabine, or the Sun-burnc froe 
Of him, that was choſe Conſul from che Plough) 
Build of old logs, 'gainſt her good man comes home 
Weary, a fire as high as half the room ; 
Aud ſhucting in knit hurdles the glad beaſts, 
With her own hand unlade cheir (wagging breaſts, 
And drawing this years Wine from the (weer Butt, 
Dainties urbought upon the Table pur ; 
Your Lacrine Oyſters cannot plcaſe me more, 
Nor a freſh Srargeon frighted to our ſhore, 
Nor any rarer fiſh. No Pheaſant Hen, 
Or Quail, go down my throat more ſavoury, then 
An Olive, gacher'd from chefarreſt bough ; 
Cool Endive, wholſom Mallows : or allow 
A Lamb upon ſome mighty Feſtival ; 
Or Kid from the Wolts jaws ; that's worth thems all. 
Amidſt theſe feaſts, how {ſweet *cis to behold 
The well-ted Sheep run wadling co their fold ? 
To ſce the wearied Oxe come trayliug back 
Th' inverted Plough upon his drooping neck 
And che PI-ugh-boys (the {warm that makes us thrive) 
Surround che ſhining Hearch,concent and blith ! 
All this the UFsrer A'phews having ſed, 
Reſolv'd (whatelſe ? ) a Countrey lite tolead 
At eMichaelmas calls all his Moneys in, 
But at-Owr Lady purs them our agin. 


——_ I— 
—_—_—_——_— ————— — —__ COR, Es 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame, 


Hat man is bleſt, who void of care, 

(As once the Primitive Morrals were) 
With's Oxen ploughs his Fathers land, 
Freed from the Uſurers griping hand : 


He's 


O——— 
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He's neither mov'd at Trumpets call, 
Nor dreads the threatning Waves at all ; 
He ſhuns the place where Lawyers prate, 
And cornes not at the Great mans gate: 
Then either he rogether ewines, 
The lofty Poplars and the Vines, 
And lopping off the uſeleſs wood, 
Makes up the breach with branches good, 
Or in ſome twiſting vale hiseyen 
Do view the wandring herds of Kine; 
Or pors his Honey, ſtrain'd to keep, 
Or (hears che wool of's tender Sheep ; 
Or when eAutumnrs from the ground 
Has heay'd his head with Apples crown d : 
How crops he pairs, and Grapes that vie 
With Purple *c (elf for noble Die : 
Which thould be thine Priaps, and 
Thine $y/van, Guardian of his land. 
The rooced graſs now bears each limb, 
Then ih” ancient ex covers him, 
Mean while the talling warers ring, 
Aud Birds unto that Muſick fing z 
The Springs {uch pleaſant murmurs keep, 
As ſcem © invite togentle ſleep; 
Bur when Joves Winter Quarter brings 
Dcep ſnows and ſhowers, cheſe cruel chings ; 
He either drives the ſwifr- toor Bores 
With Dogs to ch nccs deceirtul doors, 
Or wich his tork ſpreads a flight Gin 
To trap the warbling Thruſhes in, 
Or ſtrives for che delicious prey 
Of Hares or Cranes, or ſuch as they: 

None of cheſe cares can here be found, 
Wuh which our City lives abound ; 

M 


, 
OT 


Bur 
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Bur 1t my cha{t Wite joyntly do 

Her part for th' honſe, and children too, 

Such as Sabina, or ſuch as 

Apulinss Sun-burnt Conſort was ; 

With old Logs if ſhe raiſe on high 

A fire againſt her husband's nigh, 

And hurdling up the Ews in Pen, 

Emory their well-filld dugs again : 

It the provide with this years Wine, 

And home-tpan fare wherewith to dine, 

For Zacrine thell-fith 1 don't care, 

Nor prize the Rhombus or the Scare ; 

{tr any fach a ftorm our friend, 

Fhundring upon the Seas, does ſend, 

A Turky-cock won't down with mc, 

Nor can the 7;vizu Moor-hens be 

More tooihſom than the Oliyc-tree ; 

Nor more does pleale my honeſt palat 

Than Mallows, or green Sorrel-(allat; 

Or Lamb that's {lain at Termin's feall, 

Or Kid ſnarchr trom a rav*'nous bealt, 

Amidſt this tood, "tisgreat delighc 

To ſce th* full Sheep pad home at night, 

ſo ſee the bellowins Oxcn bring) 

The levcll'd Plough cne languilnng : 

Laſtly, che men, thar ſwarming quirey 

Plac'd round about the ſhining fire. 
When Alphens thus his ſpeech had done, 

Vowing to turn a Countrey-man, 

Thar Quarcer took his Money 1n, 

Next (watcly } pur it out agen. 
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Erodp « I. By T.F. Paraphraſed. 
To MECENAS. 


N time to come, if ſuch a crime ſhould be 
As Parricide, (foul villanie!) 
A Clove of Garlick would revenge that evil : 
(Rare diſh ftofPloughmen, orthe Devil! ) 
Accurſed root ! how doe's it jounce and claw ! 
Ic works like Rats-bane 1n my maw. 
Whar Witch contriv'd this ſtrat'gem for my breath ! 
Poyſon'd at once, and (tank to dearn ; 
With chis vile jayce Mecdea (ſure) did noint 
Jaſon (her Love) in every joint ; 
When untam'd Bulls in yokes he led along, 
This made his manhood ſmell fo ſtrong : 
This gave her Dragon venom to his [ting, 
And ſerthe Hagg upon the wing. 
T burn, I parch, as dry as duſt I am, 
Such: drought on Paglia never came. 
Alcides could not bear fo much as I, 
He oft was wet, bur never dry. 
Mccenas ! do bur taſtof your own Treat, 
And whar you gave your Poet, eat | 
Then go to bed, and court your Miſtreſs there, 
Shice'l never kiſs you I dare ſwear. 
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Erone. IV, By SirR.F, 
To Volteins Mena, Pompey's freed-man. 


Hat diſaccord berween us two I find, 

Which Nacurcs law hath lambs & wolves disjoin' 
(O chou, whole fides with Spaniſh whips are torn, 
And galled legs with ſtubborn ferrers worn. ) 
Though, proud of wealth, chou walk with pompous pace, 
* Fortune correterh not 1gnoble race. 
Seeſt not when to che Capitol through the Town, 
Thou ſtal\'ſt along clad in thy Six-cll Gown, 
How /ndignation limiilcfs, and tree 
Ot paſſers to and tro reflects on thee ? 
He, wno was earſt with Trinmvirs (mart blows, 
Laſh'd till the loathing Beadle weary grows ; 
A thouſand plough'd Falernian Acres brags, 
And creads the Appian way with well- pac'd nags, 
And on chick Benches fiterh (wn deſpight 
Of Otho's law) a moſt accompliih'd Knight ! 
Whar nceds great Ceſar, then to go about 
So many goodly {hips ro furnth our 
"Gainſt wretched Pirares, and the (laviſh band, 
7 his, this man dignity'd with prime command ! 
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Erovps V. BySirT. H. 


A noble youth, whom Canidia, and other Witches had 
ftoln, and ſet in the earth up to the chin, purpoſing to 
famiſh him, that they might by Art Magick make 4 


Love-drink of his Liver and Marrow. 


God, who e're in Heaven doſt guide 
The carth, anel men which here abide, 
What means this noiſe, and why on me, 
Do you all look ſo rufally ? 
Ah, for thy childrens ſake forbear, 
Tf at ſuch Births Laucina were. 
By this vain Purple robe, I pray, 
By ove, who will nor like your way, 
Why frown you on me, Step-dame like, 
Or beaſt, whom eager Hunrers ſtrike ? 
While here the trembling Lad doth ſtay, 
Made to diſpoil from rich array 
His tender body (which might force 
The cruel Thraciaen to remorle : ) 
Canidia, whoſe unkembed head 
Was with ſhort Vipers fillerted, 
Commands from Graves wild Fig-tree tor) 
And Cypreſs, which doth Biers adorn : 
Eggs ſteep 1n Blood of Toads, to bring, 


With feathers from the Scricch-Owls wing ; 


Herbs of ITslco*s banetul field, 

And poyſons, Thefſaly doth yield ; 

Bones ſnarch'd from jawsof hungry Bitch, 
To burn with flames of Colchique witch, 
Quick Sagan, who doth waters fling, 


Fecch'd from Awer nr loathſom Spring, 
M 2 
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Briſtles 
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Briſtles her hair, as moody Bore, 
Or the Sea- urchin near the ſhore, 
While Yea free from all remorſe 
Of horrid deeds, the ground” gan force 
With ſtubborn ſpade z and hard ſhe (wer 
That init che whelm'*d ſtripling ſct, 
Might twice or thrice a day be ply'd 
With view of viands, till he dy'd : 
In whichy up to the chin he ſtood, 
As they who wade within the flood. 
That his drain'd Marrow, Liver dry, 
Her with a Love-drink might ſupply ; 
When once his fainting eyes were ſpy « 
To (ink at fight of food deny d. 
Nay caſcfal Naples did believe, 
And the near Towns-folk receive 
That Foliz of eAriminum 
Laſtful (-24n- like ) did thicher come : 
Whoſe ſpells have power from Orbes of light, 
The charmed Moon, aud Stars to fright. 
Canidiahere tor ſpleen prepar'd 
With black tceth gnawing nails unpa1*d, 
What muttcr*d ſhe? what not? O ye 
You conſcious arbiters with me, 
Night, and Diana Queen of Reſt, 

ow we pertorm our dark beheſt 
| Be preſent here : your anger throw, 
And powerful Godhead on my foe. 
While a fearful beaſts cloſe covert keep, 
C harm'd with the caſe of gentle {lcep. 
Let the Subarran dogs report, 
Thar all may jeer it, the reſort 
Ot theold wanton, ſleek with Nard ; 
Beirer my hands have n'ere prepar'd. 


How 
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How, how ! why do Medez's charms 
And deadly drugs cauſe greater harms, 
Wherewith the cook revenoe ar full 

On Creons daughter, that proud Trull, 
When a Gown dipt in poy{'nous Bane, 
Turned the gift and Bride to flame? 
Bur plant nor root in crags conccal'd 
Reſts from my notice, wnreveaPd : 

Yet Varas, not with love in ure, 

In beds perfumed, fleeps fecure : 

Bur, ah, he walks, freed by the ſpells 
Of ſome, whoſe knowledge more exccls. 
O Yarut, by ſtrange drugs, to me 

( Damn'd to endure much milery ) 
Thou ſhalc return 3 nor thy Fck mind 


From Mar/ian charms ſhall comtort find. 


A ſtronger Cup I will deviſe 

FilV'd for chee, who doſt me deſpiſe. 
Heaven ſhall below the Sea deſcend, 
And ore the Sea the Earth diſtend ; 

It thou like pitch in dusky fire 
Conſnmeſt not with my defire, 

The Boy ſought them to ſooth no more 
With gentle words, as heretofore, 

But doubtful what he firſt ſhould ſpeak, 
Thus diretully doth filence break 3 

Let charms and ſpells do what they can, 
They cannot change the Fate of man. 
Fle haunt you ſtill : For ſetled hate 

No ſacrifice doth expiate. 

When forc'd by you my ſoul is fled, 
Ile come a Fury to your bed, 

And a {ad Ghoſt your faces tear 

( Such power on earth haye Spirics here : ) 
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And as the Nighc-mare, on your cheſt, 
Te yex, and ſcare you from your reſt. 

The chronging people in the ſtreet, 

Baic Hags, thall ſtope you, when ye meet : 
Yoar limbs unromb'd che Wolves ſhall rear, 
And Vultursto Eſquilie bear : 

Nor (ah) my Parents afrer me 

Shall al this ſpectacle to ſee, 


Uk <— 


EroDre VI. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 


Againſt Cailms Severus, a revilefu! and wanton Poet. 


Hou Village-Curr ! Why do'ſt thou bark at me ? 
A Wolf might come, and go, for thee, 
At me thou openeſt wide, and chink'ſt that I 
W1ll bark with chee for company. 
I'm of another kind, and bravely darc, 
(Like th Maſtiff) watch my LR with cares 
Dare hunt through ſnow, and ſeize that ſavage beaſt 
Thar might my dar ling folds moleſt : 
Thou ( only in the noiſe thou mak'R) robuſt 
Leav'ſt off che chaſe ; leapt ar a cruſt, 
Bur have acare! for 1f I vent my ſpleen, 
T (for a thift) can make chee grin : 
T'le makerhee (it Jambicks once I ling) 
To dly, lixe Bupalus, in a {tring. 
When any man inſults o're me, ſhall I 
\ Pur finger i mane eye, and cry ? 
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Eyrope VII. By Sir RF. 
To the People of Rome. 


An Execration of the ſecund Civil War waged after 
the death of Julius , by Brutus and Caſſhus on the 
one fide ; on the other by Qavius, M, Anthony, 
and Lepidus. 


Hy, why your ſheath'd Swords drawn again? 
Whither ruth ye, implons brood ? 
Have not the earth yet and the main, 
Drunk enough of Latin blood ? 
Nor that proud Carthage burnt might be; 
Rival of the Roman State ; 
Nor the chaſt Miſtreſs of the Sea 
Britain, on our Triamphs wait ; 
Bar that the thing the Parthians crave, 
Rome, may make herlelf away. 
Lions and Wolves this temp'rance have, 
On their Kind chey will nor prey. 
Is't a blind rage, or force more ſtrong, 
Or Crime drives you ? Speak, They look 
As pale as Death, and hold cheir congue, 
As their Souls were Planer-ſtrook. 
'Tu ſo: dire Fates the Romans haunt, 
And a Fratricidal guilt: 
Since blood of Remns innocent, 
On the curſed ground was ſpilr, 
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Eronre VIIE. ByT.F. Paraphraſcd. 
To an old Woman courting him. 


# is me thou ſuperannuated Bitch ? 

What ? Muſt I ſcratch where thou doſt itch? 

O cole-hole-month ! with what a comely grace 
Thofe reverend Gutters drain that face ! 

Around her ramp, how her lean haunch-bones ſhow ! 

Like Ghoſts about the Pit below ! 

Thoſe freckled breaſts like two Gooſe-Eggs appear, 
Plump as the Udders of a Mare. 

Lank is her gut, which Bodkin-thighs ſupport, 
Her Legs like Nine-pins, thick, and ſhorr. 

But thou art rich ; watts it ſo !and thou 
In Coach, or in Sedan dcſt go : 

Loaded with Jewels as thou art with years, 
Haſt Pearls like Pumpiens in thine cars, | 

Becauſe thou art a Virtuoſa too, 
Thou chink'{t by that,to make me do. 

No, no, go hire ſome Threſher with his Flail 
To {windee thy old, thy muſty tail x 

The rankeft Ploughman hardly will youchſafe 
Thy tceblc Lechery to chatc. 
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EroDdsE IX. By SirT. H. 
To MACENAS, 


He before- hand feels the contentment he (hall take from 
Auguſtus hes vittory agawft M, Anthony, and Clec+ 
patra. 


Hen ſhall I Cecube Wines, that ſtored lie 

For banquets, glad at Ceſars victory 
(So Fove will have it)in thy ſtarely houſe, 
With thee, my dear CMecenas, free carouſle ? 
Reſounding notes that mingle Flates with Lyre ; 
T hes, Dorique, ſpeaking joy, that Phyygian, Ire: 
As when N:ptanian Pompey droven, fled 
Through ſtraigrhned Seas, with Navy ruined, 
Who Rome had threatned with thoſe chains, which he 
Had ta ne from treacherous Servitors, made frec. 
The Reman Souldier by a woman ty'd 
In flavith bands (ah chis will be deny'd 
By after rimes) lugs arms, earth, ſtakes, and tent, 
Striving her with'red Eunuchs co content ; 
And Phabus *mongſt cheir exrens doth elpy, 
Her net-l1ke and lafeivious Canopy. 
But che bold French proclaiming Ceſars name, 
Thence with rwo thouſand Horſe ſtraight hither eame ; 
And the {witc proweſs of hoſtile veſſels lic 
Turn'd to the left hand, ready ſet to flie. 
O gladſ{cm criumph ! chou recard'ſt the dritc 
Of golden chariot, and young heiters gitc : 
O gladſum triumph! trom J#gurthian war, 
Thou broughrt'{t no Captain might with this compare; 


Nor 
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Nor African, whoſe noble valours praiſe, 

Did laftingmonuments o're Carthage raiſc. 

The foe, by Sea, and Land, now vanquiſh'd fears, 
And a black Caſſock for a Purple wears ; 

Not knowing whether adverſe winds will caſt 
Him, on rich {rete with hundred Cities grac'd, 
Or on the Quick-ſands with South-billows toſs'd, 
Or the wide main in danger to be loſt. 

Boy, cups bring hicher for a larger draught z 

Let Chian or the Lesbian Grape be ſought : 

Or fill Cecabian Wines without delay, 

Which may a queezie loathing drive away : 

The care, and fear of Ceſars happy ſtate, 

Ler us with merry Bacchus diſſipate. 


— 


EyonDtE X. ByT. F. Paraphraſcd. 
Againſt Mztins 4 Poet. 


AY art thou thip't friend Dogrel ! —get thee gon | 
Thou peſt of Helicon, 

Now for an Hurricane to bang thy fides 
(Curſt wood) in which he rides | 

An Eaſt-wind cear thy Cables, crack thy Qars, 
While every billow roars. 

Wuh ſuch a wind let all the Ocean (well 
As watced Noll co Hell : 

No friendly Star o*re all the Sea appear 
While thou becſt there ; 

Nor kinder deſtiny there maiſt they meet, 
Than the proud Grecian Fleet, 

When Pallas did their Admiral deſtroy 

, | Rewrn'd from ruin'd Trop. 


Mechinks 


LIN 
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Mechinks I fee thy Mariners faint, and thee 
Look ſomewhat ſcurvilie: 

Thou call'ſt on Fove, as if great Fove had time 
To mind thy Gr#b-ſtreet rhyme, 

When the proud waves their heads to heav'n do rear 
Himſelf ſcarce free from fear:: 

Well! ——If the Gods ſhould thy wrecke carcaſs ſhare 
To Beaſts, or fouls of th' air, 

Tle ſacrifice to them, that they may know 
I can ve civil roo, 


— —_ — 
AER ALT 
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Ep oDE-XI. By T.F. Paraphraſed. 
To Pettius hu Chamber-felow: 


H Pettius ! I have done wuh Poetry, 
A I've parted with my liberty , 
For Czpid's flavery. 
Cupid that peeviſh God has ſingled ouc 
Me, from among the Rhiming rout, 
For Boyz, and Girls to flour : 
December now has thrice ſtript every tree, 
Since bright Inachia*sryranmic 
Has laid its chains on me. 
Now fie npon me! all about the Town 
My Miſs I created uv and down, 
I for a Squire was known, 
Lord what a whelp was 1 ! co pule, and whine, 
To figh, co ſob, and ro repine! 
For thy ſake (Miſtreſs mine! ) 
Thou did it my Verſe, and thou my Muſedeſpiſe, 
My wantdebas'd mein thine eyes, 
Thou wealch, noc wit, did'lt prize: 


Fuddle& 
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Fuddled with Wine, and Love my ſecrets flew, 
Stretcht on thoſe racks, I cold thee true, 
What did my felt undo. 
Welk ! ——plagne me not too much imperious Dame! 
Leſt I blafpheme thy charming name, 
And quench my former flame. 
T can give others place, and ſce thee dy 
Damn'd with their Prodigality, 
It I fer on*c,, fo ſtout am I. 
Thou know'ſt (my Friend) thus have I often (ed, 
Wien, by her forccries miſled, 
Thou bad'ſt me home co bed : 
Er*n then my practice gave my tongue the ly, 
I conld not her curſt houſe pals by : 
I fear*d, butcould not fly. 
Since that, for young Lyciſcas Pm grown mad ; 
Inachia ſuch a face ne're had, 
Tr is a lovely Lad, 
From his embraces I ſhall nc're get tree, 
Nor tricnds advice, nor intamic 
Can difintangle me : 
Yer if ſome brighter Obje&t IT ſhould ſpy 
That, mighr perhaps debauch my Ey, 
And ſhake my conſtancy, 


—— 
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EyroDE XIL. By T.F. Paraphraſed. 


Azainſt a libidinons old Wornan. 


/ Hy do'ſt thou me with gifts, and Letters haunt, 
Thou Spouſe for an He-Elephant ? 
I am too young, and can't oblige thee well z - 
Thanks to my Stars too, I can ſmell ; 


Can 
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Can wind thee like a Dog chat ſcents a Sow, 
When chy damn'd armpir-odours flow, 
T know that an old woman ſtinks alive, 
Thar gapes for morethan man can give, 
Now with a clammy {wear ſtretcht our the lies 
Unpainted, co our frighted cyes: 
Straight ſhe grows freakiſh, trying poſtures o're 
Which Aretine ne're taught before. 
© Pox take thee then for a young Rogue (ſays ſhe) 
* Thou lov'it Inachia, more than me ! 
« Inachia thrice a night, as Tam told, 
© Once ſerves poor me ! — — Thus *ci5 to be od! 
* Curſe onthart pimping *Lesbia (for me) 
<« | bad her bring a Man, not thee. 
* When young Awinte did ſupply thy room, 
« And kindly to my fond embraces come ; 
« His ſtately Engine like a Cedar ſtood, 
©« Above the ſhrubs, and under-wood. 
© Tthought with this rich Yeſt © have ſent chee gon, 
*« But thou ſhalt have a c aſloon z 
& My Purple ne're ſhall make a fumbler fine, 
<« Nor cover back ſo weak as thine. 
* Unhappy me! grown now (by ſad miſhap) 
* Uſeleſs, as if Thad a Clap. 


ee ee ee HE II = 
—— 


EyoDE XIII. BySirT. H. 


To hs merry Friends, that they ſhould paſs the Winter 
pleaſantly. 


R tempeſts have the brow of heaven bent, 
And thowers, and ſnows cauſe thickned airs de. 
ſcent: | 
Now 
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Now Thracian North winds, Seas and Woods affray ; 
Friends, ler us take occafion from the day ; 

While ftrengch is treth, and us it well becomes, 
Let's old age baniſh, which the brow benums. 

Boy, ſee you brozch thoſe elder Wines were preſt, 
When Torguat firſt the Conſulſhip poſleſt : 
Speak nor of other things. God will, perchance, 
Them to cheir Sear, with happy change advance. 
Let us n Perſian Ungnents now delight ; 

And with Cyllenian Harp puc carcs to flight : 

As noble Chiron to Achilles ſang ; * 

Unvanqniſt'd Mortal, that from Theris ſprang, 
Troy thee expe@s ; which Simois rouling T ide, 
And ſmall Scamanders colder ſtreams divide, 
Whence thou no more (the Siſters ſo wrdain) 

With thy blew Mother [halt retrn Again, 

All ſorrow there, with Wine, and $ ong depreſs, 
(Sweet comforts of deformed heavin:{s.) 


— — --  ——_  -—— P_ —_ a 
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EPoDE XIV, BySir R. F. 


To MACENAS. 


T hat his love to Phryne, z the cauſe why he doth not finiſh 
hu promiſed Tambicks. 


FFI Death, my (weer Macena, when fo oft 
You ask me, why a lofc | 
Sloch curns my ſenſe, as if with chirſty draught 
I had together quafc 
Lethe's oblivious lake into my blood, 
It 1s a God, a Gold, 


Forbids 
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Forbids me finiſh my lai1icks, choagh 
Promis'd thee long ago. 
Beſocted chus Anacreon was cis faid 
| Upon the Samian Maid; 
Who ſobb'd his Love out co a hollow Lyre 
Witch ſtumbling Feer. Thar fire 
Conſumes thee too, If fairer burnt not Troy 
Becheg'd, in thy lot joy. 
Me a Bond-woman, ſuch a one tormenrs, 
As no one man Contents. 


i .. t.._——. — 


—"_ mt 
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| Eeo»>E XV. ByT.F. Paraphraſed. 


To bu Smneet-heart Nezra. 


T was a lovely melancholy night ; 

I The Moon, and every Star ſhone bright ; 

When thou did'ſt {wear thou would'ſtto me be erue; 
And do asI would havethee do : 

Falſe woman! round my neck thy arms did twine, 
Inſeparable as che Elm, and Vane : 

Then did(t thou (wear thy paſſion ſhould endure 
To mealone fincere and pure, 

Till Sheep and Wolves ſhould quit clieir enmiriey 
And not a wave diſturb the Sea; 

Treacherous Neara ! I have been roo kind, 
Bur Flaccws can draw off thou'l find ; 

He can that face, (as chou doſt him) forſwear, 
And fiad (it may be) one as fair : 

And let me tell chee, when my fury'smov'd, 
I hatedevoutly, as I lov'd, 

| Buc thou (bleſt Gameſtex) whoſoe're chou be 

That proudly do'(t my drudgerie, | 
N Dia'ft 
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D:dit chou abound in numerous Flocks, and Land, 
Wer*c heir to all Patol Sand 

Tho' in thy brain thou bor'ſt Pythagoras, 
And carriedſt Vere in thy face, 

She*d pick another up, and hab thee off, 

And then *cwill be my curn to laugh, 


 — —___ - wo_—_—_ 


EyoDeE XVI. By SirR.F. 


——  — — — ——— — — 


To the People of R1mme. 


Commiſerating the Common wealth, in reſpet# of the Ci 
vil Wars. 


Ow Civil Wars a ſecond age conſume, 
And Romes own Sword deſtroys poor Rome. 
Whom neither neighbouring Marſians could devour, 
Nor feared Porſenas Tuſcan power 
Nor Capia's rival valour, murinies 
Of Bend-ſlaves, Treachery of Allies; 
Nor Germany (blue-ey'd Bellona's nurſc) 
Nor Hannibal (the Mothers curſe) 
We (a blood-thirſty age) our ſelves deface, 
And Welves ſhall repofleſs this place. 
The barbarous foe will trample on our dead, * 
Theſtecl-ſhod Horſe our Courts will cread ; 
And Rown!ws duſt (clos'd in religious Urn 
From Sun and Tempeſt) prondly ſpurn. 
All, or the ſounder part, perchance would know, 
How to avoid this coming blow. 
'Twere beſt T thmk, like to the Phecean:, 
Who lett their execrated Lands, 


And 
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And Houſes, and the Houſes of their Gods, 
To Wolves and Bears tor their abodes ; 

T' abandon all, and go where ere our feer 
Bear ns by Land, by Sea our Fleer. 

Can any man becter advice afford ? 
If nor, in name of Heaven aboard ! 

Burt you muſt ſwear firſt co return again, 
When looſned Rocks float on che Main, 

And be content to ſee your Mother-town, 
When Bets wathes che Alps crown z 

Or Appennine into the Occan flies, 
Or new luſt weds Antipathies, 

Making the Hind ſtoop to the Tigers love, 
The ravenous Kite cuckold the Dove ; 

And crcedulous Herds, r' afte& the Lions fide, 
And Goats the Salc- Sea ro abide, 

This,and whatelſe may ſtop our wiſh'd return, 
When all, or the good part have ſworn, 

Fly hence ! Lechim whoſe ſmooth and unfledg'd breaſt 
Miſgives him, keep the rifted neſt. 

You that are men, unmanly grief give o're, 
And ſail along the T»ſcn thore, 

To the wide Ocean. Let us ſeck choſe Iſles 
Which ſwim 1n plenty, the bleſt ſoils: 

Where the Earchs Virgin-womb unplough'd is fruitful, 
And the unproyned Vine (till yourhtul : 

The Olive-Tree makes no abor:10n chere, 
And Figs hang dangling 1n che aur 

Honey diftils from, Oaks, and water hops 
W uh creeking feet from Mountain tops. 

The gentrows Goats withour the Aiik; maids call, 
Ot cheir tull bags are prodigal ; 

No evening Wolf with hoarſe alarums waxes 


The Flcks, nat breeds the up laud Sn44es- 
N 2 Ang 
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And farther to invite us, the plump Grain 
Is neither drank with too much rain, 
Nor yet for wanc of mo{{'rate watring drie ; 
Such che bleſt cemper of the skie. 
Never did Jaſcn co thoſe Iflands guide 
His Pirar-ſhip, and whoriſh Bride. 
S)donian C admus never toucht theſe ſhores, 
Nor falſe Zlyſſes weary Oars. 
No murrain rots the Sheep, nor Scar doth ſcorch 
The Cactel with his burning Torch. 
When Jove with Braſs the Golden age infe&ed, 
Theſe Iſles he for the pure extracted. 
Now Iron reigns, I like a Starue ſtand, 
To point good men to a good land, 


—ELz—_ WW” __”_— 1 
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EroDe XVII. ByT.PF. Paraphraſed. 
To CANIDIA. | 


I Yield Canidia to thy Art, 
Take pity on a penitent heart : 
By Proſerpine Queen of the-night, 
And by Diaza's glimmering light, 
By thy myſterious Volumes all, 
That can the Stars from Heaven call ; 
By all chat's ſacred I implore 
Thcn to my wits wouldſt me reſtore. 
The brave eAchilles did forgive 
King Telephas, and ler him live, 
Tho' in the field the King appear'd, 
And war, with dyſ5an bands prepar'd. 
When on the ground dead Hedor lay, 
. Expos'd, ro Birds, and Beaſts a prey ; 


The 
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The Trojan Dames in pity gave 
Hettor an honourable grave. 
Myſſes Mariners were tarn'd to Swine, 
Transform'd by Circe's charms divine ; 
Yet Circe did their doom revoke, 
And ſtraight che grunting mortals {poke : 
Fach in his priſtine ſhape appears, 
Fearleſs of Dogs to lug their ears. 
Oh ! do not my afflitions ſcorn ! 
Enough in Conſcience I have born! 
My youth, and freſh complexion's gone, 
Dwindlcd away toskin and bone. 
My hair is powdred by thy care, 
And all my minutes buſie are, 
Day Night, and Night che Day does chaſe, 
Yer have not I a breathing ſpace! 
Wretch that I am! Inow believe, 
No pow'r can from thy charms reprieve : 
Now I confeſs thy Magick can | 
Reach head, and heart, and un-man Man. 
What wonld'ſt chou have me ſay ? what more ? 
O Seas ! O Earth! T fcorch all ore! 
Hereales himſelf ne're burnt like ne, 
Nor th* flaming Mount in Sicilie : 
O ceaſe thy ſpells, leſt I be ſoon 
Calcin'd into a Pumice-ſtone ! 
When wilt th* ha' done ? What muſt I pay ? 
Bur name the ſum, andT obey : 
Say : Wile chou for my ranſom cake 
An hecazomb? or ſhall I make 
A baudy Song t' advance thy trade, 
Or court thee with a Serenade? 
Would'ſt thou to Heay'n, and be a Star ? 
Ple hire thee Caſſiopeia's Chair, 
' > N 3 Caſtor * 
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( aftor to Hellen a crue triend 
Struck her defaming Poer blind ; 
Yer he, good-natur'd Gentleman, 
Gave the blind Bard his eyes again. 
Since this, and much more thou can'ſt do, 
O rid me of my madneſs too! 

From noble Anceſtors thy race, 

No vulgar bloud purples chy face : 

Thon ſearcheſt not the Graves of th* poor, 
But Necromancy doſt abhor ; 

Gen*rous thy breaſt, and pure thy hands, 
Whoſe fruittul womb ſhall people lands, 
And ere thy Childbed-linen's clean, 
Thou ſhalr be up and to 't again. 


CANIDIA'S Anſwer. ByT. F. 


O hang thy ſelf: —-— I will nor hear, | 
The Rocks affoon ſhall lend an ear 
To naked Mariners that be | 
Lefc co the merey of the Sea. 
Marry come up ! Shall thy bold pride 
The myſteries of the Gods deride ? 
Preſumptuous fool ! commit a rape 
On my repute, and think to ſcape ? 
Make me Town-talk ? —Well! ere thou dy 
Cupid ſhall Vengeance take, or I. 
Go, ger ſome Ratrs-bane ! — *rwill not do, 
Nay, drink ſome Agua: fortss too 3 
No watch ſhall cake thy life away ; 
Who dares ſay, Go, when I bid ſtay ? 
No /——— Tle prolong thy loathed breath, 
And make thee with 1n vain for death. 


In 
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In vain does Tantalm cipy 

Fruits, he may caſt bur with his eye. 

In vain does poor Premethern groney 

And Siſphws (top his rolling ſtone : 

Long may they ſigh, long may they ery 
But not comptroul cheir Deſtiny, 

And thou in vain from ſome high wall, 

Or on thy naked Sword may'ſt fall, 

In vain, (to terminatechy woes) 

Thy hands (hall km che fatal nooſe x 

For on thy ſhoulders then Ile ride, 

And make che Earth (hake with my pride. 
Think'ſt thou that I, who when I pleaſe 
Can kill by waxen Images, 

Can force the Moon down from her ſphcre, 
And make departed Ghoſts appear, 

And mix Love-potions !-—— thinks thy vanity, 
I cannot deal with fuch a worm as thee ? 


Verſes ſung in the Secular Games every Century of 
years, pronounced for the ſafety of the Roman 
Empire. 


Ham and Dim, Grovic Queen, 
Heaven ornaments; as you haye been, 
Sull be you honour'd, ever bleſt : 
Grant what we ask on holy Feaſt. 


In which Siby[la's Verſes teach, 
Chaſtc Maids, and Youths not ſtain'd with breacli, 
Lnco thoſe Gods Songs torecite, 


Who on the ſeven-fold Hills delight. 
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(Fair Sol ) TR thy Chariot bright, | wh 
Doſt call forth Day, and ſhurr*ſt up Night ; 

And other, and che ſame doſt come, 

Nought greater maiſt chou ſee than Rowe, 


Tlythia, open wombs we crave 

For ripened Births, and Morhers ſave ; 
Whether we chee Lucina call, 

Or Cynthia, which produceth all. 


Goddeſs, bring Children forth, and bleſs 
Senares decrees, give good ſucceſs 
To nuptial laws, chat thoſe who wed, 


May have a truictul Marriage-bed. 


The ten-times ten full Orbs mature, 
May us to Songs an: Sporrs enure : 
Thrice in the ſplendour of day-light, 
And thrice in ſhades of welcome night, 


And you truth-telling Fates, to paſt 
Join fucure fortune, chat may laſt : 

| Thar ſtable limits may encloſe, 
What once to Morcalsyou propoſe. 


That Cattel may, and Corn abound, 
Wherewith fair Ceres ſhall be crown'd : 
And wholſom ſtreams, with air as pure 
May nutriments co Plants aflure. 


Ah Phaiu mild, withdraw thy dart, 
To ſuppliant Youths thy grace impart: 
And Queen of Scars, who do'{t appear 
Bi-forked ( Luna) Virgins hear, - 
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If Rome a work be of your ſtore, 
And Trgan troops held Tylers ſhore : 
A part injoyn'd their ſear ro change, 
And with ſucceſs from home to range : 


For whom ſecure, th'row 7 roy on fire 
eAneas chaſte in fate retire, 
Free paſſage open'd, and gave more 


To them, than they poſleſt before. 


O Gods to youth grant matter (age, 
Gods give repoſe to quiet age z 

And unto Remnlus his blood, 
Wealth, iffue, honour, all that's good. 


Let Yenss and Anchiſes train, 

Who give ye Oxen free from ſtain, 
In Wars atchievements bear the prize, 
And courteous be ro Enemies, 


The Median now by Sea and Land, 

Fears Reman power, and conquering hand : 
The Scythians now our friend(hip crave, 
And haughty Indians truce would haye. 


Now Faith, Peace, Honour, modeſt look 
And Vertue ſcorged, which forſook 
Our City, dares return again, 

And blefled Plenty freely raign. 


Phabus, with radiant Bow, Divine, 
Gracious among the ſsſes nine z 
Who doth wich Heaven-inſpir'd art, 
. Tocrazic bodies healch imparc ; 


If 
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If he Mount Palatine do grace, 

The weal of Rome, and Latian Race, 
To farther times and berter end, 
May he theſe Centuries extend, 


And Dian who holds Awvertine, 
And Algidas, may the incline 

To Prayers of fifceen men, and hear 
Our childrens vows with friendly car, 


Then TI, and all well skill'd in Lays, 
| Pheins and Dians name to prailc, 

ll! Go home, with cercain hopes, that Jove, 
| And all the Geds cheſe chings approve. | 
1 


iſ 
\ 


T he End of the Epodes. 
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SaTYRE I. By A. B. 
That Men «re not contented with their ({ onditions. 


Ow comes it {great Aecenas) that there's nor 
A man, who lives contented with that lot 
Which choice inclin'd, or chance expos*d him to, 
But all applaud what others are and do? 

Oh happy Merchant, chen the Souldier ſays, 
When by old age and toil his ſtrengrh decays ; 
The Merchant when th? inſulting billows riſe, 
And toſs his totrering Ship, Give me (he cries) 
The Sowldiers life, for he meets in a breath 
A joytal vittery or certain death. 

The L-wyer when he hears his Clients knock 
Ar's gate before the crowing of che Cock, 
Admires che Country life, while the = Swain, 
Being from his home up to the City drawn 


To 
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To follow Law-ſwits, does conclude no mens 
Conditions happier then the Citizens. 

Bur the whole yabble of this ſort of men 
Would be ſo numerous it would tire the Pen 
Of ſcribling Fabins ; ſo Ile paſs by thoſe, 
And draw the matter to this point : Suppoſe 
Fove ſaid, I'le make you what you ——_ be ; thou 
Who wert a Merchant, be a Souldier now. 
Thou that a Lawyer wert, ſhalt vow commence 
A Huibandman ; change fides,and fo pack hence, | 
You © your new Calling, you to yours; Nay nay, 

Now your deſires are granted, why d'you [tay ? 
Fond fools ! you'l not be happy, though you may, C 

Is it nor reaſon then great Jowe ſhould be 
Highly incenſed, and declare chat he ' 
W1ll be no more propitious unto them, 

Bur all their v4in and various prayers contemn ? 

This 1s no laughing matter, nor would I 
Be chought to ſpeak all chisin Droffery, 
Though to blart out a truth has never been 
(In way of merriment) eſteem'd a fin. 
The flactering faſter chus his Boys preſents 
With Cakes, to make chem learn cheir Rudiments. 
 Butler'sleave fooling, and be ſerious now z (plough, 
| TheClownthart reads the pondrous Earth with's 
The cheating Tradſeman, and the Sou!dier roo, 
The Sea-men bold, who ploughs the Ocean chrough ; 
All theſe their various coils endure (they ay) 
Meerly with this intention, that they may 
When they grow old, with peace enjoy that ſtore 
Which theirinduſtrious youth had gain'd before. 

Juſt like the Apt (for chat's their patrern) ſmall 
In bulk, bur great in thrift z who draws in all 
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That e're ſhe can, and-adds ir to her ſtore 
Which the fore- ſceing want, had heap'd betore ; 
And in the rage of Winter keeps within, 
To feed on what her providence laid in. 
Bur neither ſword, fire, water,heat,nor cold, 
Nor any thing keeps thee from getting Gold, 
Only ſp#rr'd on with that ambitious itch, 
To have the world ſay, Thon art Deviliſh rich : 
Whar good in thy vaſt heap of Trea(wre's found, 
Which thou by ſtealth doſt bury under ground ? 
Bur if it be diminiſhr once, thou'le ſay 
Thy whole eſtate will dwindle ſoon away, 
And if chou ſpend*f# not our of it, whar pleaſure 
Can'(t chou take in a heap of horded Treaſure ? 
If why Barn held ten thouſand ſacks of Wheat, 
Yer thou can'ſt cat no more then I can car. 
Among thy fellow ſlaves when thou're picktont 
To bear all their proviſion about, : 
Wich which chy Shoulders gall'd and weary growv, 
Thou car'{t no more then one that carried none, 
Or (tell me prithee ) whar che difference is 

To him that makes the rules of Natare his, 
Whether he does a thouſand Acres ſow, 

Or on a hundred does his pains beſtow ? 
Bur oh((thoucr!'ſt) men do great pleaſure reap 
In taking Gyipes out of a plentuous heap, 
Yer fince our of a little chou doſt leave 
As much as we've occaſion to receive, 
Why ſhould'ſt chou thy vaſt Granaries preter 
Before our Willics, which much leſſer are ? 
Or it chou haſt occaſion to take up 
Warcr enough to fill a Butt or Cup, 
Why ſhould'ſt thou fay, thou haſt a greater will 
Our of that river, then chis ſpring to fil 2 


Hence 
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Henceir proceeds infallibly, thar choſe 
Who to their wills are ſuperſtitious, 
Uncurb'd defire drives them to this and char, 
Lor1l ar laſt chey*d have they know not what. 
Whilſt who confines his mind co Natures laws, 
The troubled muddy water never draws, 
Nor in the river docs his lite cxpire : 
Bur moſt of men deceiv'd by falſe detire, 
« Say, /Vonght's enough ; cauſe they abſurd!y guels 
« At whar men are, by what they do poſlels. 
To ſuch a Miſer whar is*c belt ro do? 
Ler him be wretched, ſince he will be lo. 
* Thus that Athenian Monſter Timon, which 
Hated Mankind, a ſordid Knave, bur rich, 
Was wont to ſay, When ere [ walk, abroad 
The People hiſs me, but I do appland 
And hug my ſellf at home, when 1 behold 
My cheſts brim-full with Silver and with Gold, 
So Tantalm, being extreamly drie, 
Courts the (wift ftreamy which does as coyly flie, 
Why laugh'ftchou AMiſer? if chy name thonld be 
A lictle chang'd, rhe Fable's cold of thee, 
Who on thy tull-cramb'd Bags together laid, 
Do'ſt lay thy ſleeplets and attrighred head ; 
And do'{t no more the moderate uſe on'c dare 
To make, then if it conſecrated were : 
Thou mak'ſt no other uſe of all chy gold, 
Then men do of their piftures, to behold, 
Do'lt chou not know che ule and power of coyn ? 
Ir buys bread, meat, and cloachs, (and what's more) 
With all choſe neceflary chings befide, (wine ; 
Withour which Natare cannot be ſuppli'd. 
To fitupand to watch whole days and nights, | 
; Tobe our of thy wits with couſtanc trights, 
| To 
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To fear that thieves will ſteal, or fire deſtroy, 
Or ſervants take thy wealth, and run away, 
Is this delightful to thee? then I will 
Dehre to live without thoſe Riches ſtill. 

But if the painsof ſfemach, or the heas, 
Or other ſickneſs fix thee to thy bed, 
Haſt thou a viſitant to fit down by thee, 
Who with duc food and Phyſick will ſupply thee 2 
Or make the De&ur rid thee of thy pain, 
And to thy friends reſtore thee ſound again ? 
Thy wife and children thy quick Death defire, 
So do thy triends and kindred : Ne'readmire 
That they don'c ſhew thee lgve,thou meric'{t none, 
For before all, chon preterr'ſt wealth alone, 
Tf thou thy tricnds or kindred weuld'ſt retain, 
And nor bc liberal, thy tasx's as vain 
As his, who in che Fields does teach an 45 
T* obey the bridle, and to run a race, 
Make once an end of gaining, that the -more 
Thou haſt, che lels thou'lecremble co be poor. 
Begin to end chy labour, having got 
That which thou did'ſt defire, and follow 1: 
That rich /midizs, whoſe cheſts did fo ſwell, 
He meaſur'd's money which he conld not tell, 
So ſerdid,.that he never did go higher 
Than his mean'{t Servants did, in hisacrire : 
And to his dying day in fear he ſtood, 
Leſt he ſhould die meerly for wanc of food ; 
Till his bold Concxbine did boldly do 
A Heroes a&, and cut the Slave in two. 

Bur now thou'lc ask me, wherher I'de have chee, 
A Miſer or a Prodigal to be? 
Thou (till art in ex;reamss, I would not haye 
Thee coverows, vor a vain ſquandring Kaave. 
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"Twixt rough Fiſelliss and ſmooth T anats 
The &unxuch, avaſt difference there is, 
| «© There ts a mean in things, and certain lines 
« within which virtne ſtill it ſelf confines. 
Buc I'le retarn from whence I came; are none 
Bur greedy Slaves delighred with their own 
Conditions ? Do all praiſe cach others lot, 
And pine to {cecheir Neighbours Goat has got 
A Dug more full of Milk chan theirs? and ne're 
Themſelves with che poorer fort of men compare : 
(Though thar'sche greater number) bur aſpire 
Scill co o're-rop this man and thar, who's higher ! 
« Ir curbs che Spirir of chat perſon which 
« Tags co grow great,when he meets one more rich, 
So when the Chariots from the Barriers are 
Let looſe corun a Race, the Charioter 
Minds ſtillchoſe Horſes which out-ſtrip his own, 
Slighting choſe which by r'other are our-gone. 
| And henceit comes, we ſeldom find a man 
| That ſays He has liv'd happily, and can 
| Like a well-feaſted gueft depart ar laſt 
|  Contented with thar part of 's life chart paſt. 
| Now 'cis enough ; leſt you ſhould chink chart mine 
'S like Criſpins Volumes, I will noc add a line. 
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SATYRE IL By A.B. 
| That while fooliſh men ſhun one Vice, they rnn into 
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© He Players, Empricks, Beggars, and the noiſe 
KL Ot Fidters, allthe roaring Darnn-me boys, 
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And all char ſort of catte! do appear 
Extreamly ſad, and much concern'd to hear 
Their friend Tigellixs is deceas'd 5 For he 
Did treat them with great liberality. 
While the cloſe wiſer, leſt he ſhould be chought 
A prodigal; o'ch' contrary, gives nought 
To his dear friend (chough ne're ſo much he need) 
To cloath his body, or his belly teed, 
If one ſhould ask the Prodigal, why he 
By an unegrateful ſottiſh g/attony, 
That brave eſtate bequeath'd him by his friends 
And Anceſtors, ſo prodigally ſpends; 
And at great intereſt cake up money too, 
Mecerly in needleſs /nx#ry to beſtow : 
His anſwer is, Becauſc he {corns to be 
Eſtecm'd a ſerdid fellow, or that he 
Has but a narrow Soul : ſo up he'scri'd 
By ſome, while others him as much deride. 
Fuſidius the Udurer tears to have 
The Reputation of an #athrift Knave, 
Rich both in »22neys out at ſe, and lands, 
Jac when he leads, he {till detains in's hands 
Five times the intereſt from the principal ; 
And where he findshis Debtors prodigal, 
Thoſe he gripes molt ſeverely : He inquires 
For wealthy heirs new come of ave, whole S'x2s 
Had been cloſe-fifted ro them and ſevere. 
Good God ! Whar perſons who ſhall come ro hear 
Such horrid a&tions, won't exclaim ? Bur oh! 
(Youl ſay) he does'c for his livelihood, Oh no ! 
* Tor can't believe how much this love of Pelf, 
Q Makes this wile Slave an enemy to himſelf. 
Old Menedemas whom che Comedy 
Brings weeping in, and living wretchedly 
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Forhis loſt ſon, covl.! nor himſelf torment 
More than this ſordid Beaſt, To what intent 
Allchis 1s ſaid, if you deſire to know, 

Ic only rends to this defign, to ſhow 

« That foels, when they attempt one vice to ſhun, 
« nts the con:rary do madly run. 

This man his garment down toth' ground does wea: 
And that ſo ſhore his privities appear. 
Pertum'd Refills wears a gaudy Coat, 
Gorgonims {tinksas naſty as a Goat. 

Men do obſerve no means, but this mans flames 
Muſt be allay*d only with Roman Dames. 
Ancther does a common Quean admire, 

That profſticuces her ſelf to all tor hire. 

A man of note came from the publick ſtews, 
And, to applaud his a&tion, he did uſe 
Cato*s Divine old Sentence, ©* Bravely done, 
* Goon, and proſper in what th* h:ſt begun - 
For when the 7.-pe of Luſt inflames your blood, 
Tislawful to come hicher, but nor good 
Another Nuptial bed to violace. 

While Capiennins crics out, I hate 
To be applauded tor this nicery, 

Give me anothers wife, ſhe's ſate and free. 
* *T & worthy the obſervation of all thaſe 
* That won'!d not have uncleanneſ; proſperons, 


* To ſee how they are plags'd on every hand, 

* How often they fall into aznger, and 

** How ſmall, and ſeldom too, they pleaſures gain, 

© And thiſe corrupted with much grief and pain. 
This leaps from th* top o'ch? houſe, and chinks co flic, | 

But breaks his neck; and that's whipt till he die 3 

Thisas he flics, *mong thieves and robbers falls, 


And that with's purſe redeems his Genitals. 
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This is by Foot-raen bugger 'd, and fomerimes 
Thoſe membcrs which commir theſe ſhametul crimes, 
Do loſe their Heads, and juſtly too ; all ſay, 
None but that rutting Galba dares ſay, nay. 
But *cis more ſafe to venture your eſtate 

In Ships, that are bur of the ſecond rate ; 
Daughters of Captives that have been made tree, 

Yer Saluſt plaid the fool as much as he 

That does commit adw{tery ; For hehad 

A generous Soul, and would be very glad 

Ot any good occaſion, thar he 

Might bur expreſs his liberalitie, 
| (In modeſt manner though) he would diſpence 

His money to all treely, yer trom thence 
No damage came.to him, nodiſrepure, 
Bur (till he lov'd a gentle proſtitmte. 
This was that darling Vice he lov'd to th lite, 
But (till he cri'd, 7*le meddle with ny mans wife. 
Juſt ſo Marcews did, who heretofore 
Only admir'd an hmmonrable where, 
And his Paternal Forcune fool'd away 
On a ſhe-thing, that on the Stage cid play- 
Yer (till he ſaid, 7 thank my Stars, that I 
| With nives of other men did never lie, 
Bur if with whores and mimicks he'd to do, 
His fame more ſuffer'd, than his wealth came co, 
| « What ſatrsfattion can it ro us bring, 
| © Tothunoneperſon, and not ev'ry ching 
* That every way does hurt us ? To deſtroy | 
* Our rep#tation, and to foo} away | 
Aie, | © Th? Eſtare our Parents lefr us, cercainly 

© Is a great vice, which way fo e're ir be. 
So Villias, who had a mind to be 

| The Sen-law in of Sylla, how was ke 

This (0) 3 Severely | 
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Severcly paniſh'd ? MaulPd with Fiſts, nay more, 


Stabb'd with Steeletts's,then kickr our of door. (ſhile?) 
(Poor wretch! how was he chousd with name and 


But Longarenas lay with her the while. 

Now 3f mat Natural penis of his 
Should ſay ro him, when he had ſeen all chis, 
Sir, whac d' you mean ? Do I require, when e're 
] aminrag'd, the Daughter of a Peer 
Or any m-arri?d woman 2 what could he 
Then anſwer o'r? thar woman's mrar for mc, 
Whois deſcended of a noble ſtem. 

Bac Nature caches better things than them, 
And quice 7:prgnant too ; Great Nature, which 
In her own +-1p is plentifully rich, 

It we would rightly nſerhem, and deſcry 

Whar we ſhould chooſe, from what we ougnt to fly, 
Does ic no differcxce appear to thee 

By Izft to perith, or neceſſity ? 

Then that thzvn may {t nor that vain work attempt, 
Ot which thou {arcly wilc too late repent, 
Purſne not AZxtrons; for the coſt and pain 
Will far ſurmonn: the pleaſare chow canſt gain. 

Nor is their F/eſh morc tender, nor are they 
More clean-{im!'d,vihoſe attire 15 rich and gays 
And do with Feels deck their necks and ears, 
(Such as th' ctteminate Corinthas wears, ) 

Nay oftentimes that Laſs, who 's plain and free, 
Wears better Limbs than your ercat 4 adarss bes 
She docs hcr mereen+ry Fleth expoſe, & 
Lindeckt by art, and openly the thows 

The ware the means to utter, nor will the, 

If any part abonr her handſom be, 

Prondly ſhow that alone, nor ftrive to hide 
Thoſe parts, which Natars has not beautify d. 
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So Princes, when they Horſes go tO buy, 
Into the cover'd parrs moſt ſtriftly pry, 

Leſt the ſame Horſe, that's lovely to behold 
With a ſmall h-4d, and a creſt high and bold, 
And a round bnttoch , the cager buyer chear, 
Becauſe he's lame, or toundred in his tcer. 

This they do well in; for we ſhoald not pry 
On their perfeRions with a Lynxes Eye, 

And be as blind as Hypſea was, when we 
Their greater imperfettions ought to lee. 

Oh comely legs and arms ! (ſays one) and yer 
She 15 pin-buttock'd, and has /ong [play Feet, 
Short-waſted, bur a noſe of ſuch a ſize, 

That all che Members ſhortneſs it ſapplics. 

Thou canſt no part of a grave Marron ce, 
Except her face, the rcſt all cover'd be, 

Unleſs it be of Catia, who, alchough 
She be a matron, does unvailed go. 

It chou attempt forbidden wives to win 
To thy deſires, r ol areincompals'd in 
With guards and walls; *ewill make thee mad to (ee 
How many things there are to hinder thee. 
There's Guardian, Coach-man, Tire- man, Flatterer, 
A gown to th heels, a vail that covers her ; 

And many more ſuch envious things there be, 
Make thee the Fleſh, as *r1s thou canſt not ſce. 

A Laſs ne're hinders thee, ſhe will appcar 
In dreſs tranſparent, as the naked were z 
Thar thou maiſt by thine Eye diſcern, that (he 
Is ſtraighr in th' waſte, and that her anckles be 
Nor great, and gouty ; and her feer are ncar, 

Does any man delire ro have a cheat 
Impos'd upon him? and be made pay down 
The price crc the c:mmodity be ſhown ? 

| O3 _ 
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Bur thou arclike the Hunts-man,who does go 


Afﬀcer the H.rc up to the knees 1n Snow, 


Which being caught, makes him a chearful Feaſt, 


Yechc'l not conch a H-re bronght ready dreſt. 


Thou ſcorn'it chat Laſs chon may'{t with eaſe enjoy, 


And court'ſt choſe that are difticulc and coy. 
Buc doeſt thou think thy paſſions to appeaſe 


W ith ſuch vain and 1mpe;t'nenr flames as theſe ? 


Has not wiſe NAat*re bounded thy defire ? 
Does it nor more avail thee ro enquire, 


What ſhe cann'c be withonr, and what ſhe may, 


And pare what ere's ſuperfluous away ? 


Warn thou art thirſty, muſt chou only drink 


Our ot a Golden gotlet ? or docſt think 


All meat is loathlom, when thou 'rc hangry grown, 


Bur 7urbet,or the Pheaſant poult alone ? 


So when thy amor flames grow ſtrong and high, 
Wile thon not take the next thou canſt come by ? 


Be*c Kitchin wench, or Scallion boy ; or elle, 


Wouldſt have that burſt, which ſo excreamly ſwells? 


I'm of another humour, for ro me 
Thar girl is beſt, chac's eaſieſt 5 and the 
That I can ſooneſt come at ; and when I 
Ask her the Queſtion, ſays Yes by and by, 
As ſoon's my Servant is gone forth, or ſays 
She't gratifie me, if che price I raiſe. 

Thoſe thatare hard, and tedions to be won, 
Are for the feeble Exnuchs taſte alone : 
Give me a coming Lady, that ne're (tands 
Conſid'ring long, nor great rewards demands ; 
Bur when call her quickly comes co me, 
Lec her nor agly, nor yet crgoked be, 
Bat of good colour, and ciean- /imb*d withal, 


Ot a good (ize, not by Chipeens made all ; 


Nor 
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Nor let her by her painting make more fair 
Her face and in, than they by Nature are. 
When ſuch a Creature in mine Arms dces lie, 
She is my Live, my Qneen, my Deitie 3 
T call her by all names, nor do I doubr 
When we our Deeds of Pleaſure are about, 
The bar«ivg Dogs, the breaking ope of doors, 
And ail the Houſe diſturb'd with great uproars, 
Her jeelous Fmaband will return to lee, 
How he 15 cacke/ded by her and me; 
While the poor 9924n arts from oft her bed, 
Pale and aftrighted, *cauſe diſcovered, 
And being conſcious cries, Oh I'm mndone ! 
I ſhall be fetter'd, aud my Portion's gone. 
And I without my Breeches then mult pack, 
Bare-foct and coat-lrſs, all to fave my back 
From the dire Laſh, or to preſerve my Purle, 
Or elſe my Repstation, which is worle, 
*© For to be taken us a crime, *tis true, 
* And 'tts a pitiful mufortrune too; 
I dare be judg'd by Fabixs, who does know 
All this is rue, for he has been ſerv'd ſo. 


SATYRE IIL. By A. B. 


That men are quick-ſighted to pry into other ment infirmi- 
ties, and connive at their own, 


AS Song fters have this humour, that among 
. A. Their friends they can't abide to fing a Song 
It they 're intreated 3 but chey'l ne're give o're 

It nor deſired, This was heretofore 
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T ipellizzs vice 5 Ceſar who could command, 
If by the friendſhip of his Father, and 
His own, he did intreat bur for one Air, 
This Songfter would not ſings yet if he were 
Once in the hamornr, all the Supper long 
He would to Bacch ſing, Song after Song ; 
His voice to th* higheſt treble rais'd, and then 
Deſcending down to th' loweſt baſe again, 

A moſt #nfteady tcllow, ſomerimes he 
Would run, as if purſu'd by's enemy ; 
Somerimes he*ld ſlowly walk, as it he were 
The Sacred hoſt abour the ſtreer to bear. 
Sometimes attended with two hundred men 
He'ld walk, at other times with only ten. 
Now Kings and Princes, and all great things be 
The ſwjefts of his talk : Anon (ſays he) 
Give mea three-leg'd board, a thell tohold 
A little falt, and to keep off the cold 
A gown, though ne're ſo coarſe ; if you preſent 
This poor abſtemious perſon, who's content 
Now wich ſo /ittle, wich a thouſand pound, 
In fiveda! $chere will not a Groat be found | 
Ia's packer: He che dayin ſleep doth pals, 
And ſitsupall night long; chere never was 
A tung io much anlike to htm as he | 
Was to h:mlelt : Bur ſome may ſay to me, 
Pray what are you ? Have yea no crime at all? 
Yes, other vices, not perhaps ſo ſmall | 
When eMeninsabſenc, Novins did upbraid, 
You Sir,d* you hear? D*you know your ſelf? (one ſaiu 
O- do you think to cheat us, asf we 
Did noc know whar you are ? Menizr, ſaid he, 
Cold wink at, and forget his own faults ; this | 
Is both a v.le and filly love, and *cis 4 
2 ol ts. 2 , it 
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Fit to be taken notice of, when with blear eyes 
We over-look our own infirmities, 
Why ſhould we into our Friends errors pry 
As narrowly as with an Eagles eyc, 
Or Baſlicks piercing look ? *ewill comeabour, 
As we do theirs, they'l find our Vices our. 
An angry man 15no way fit to bear 
The jcers, which from the Wits bre's forc'd to hear : 
They'l jeer him it ill ſhav'd, orit his Gown 
In a negle&ted poſture hangeth down : 
Or if his Shoos are not well ty*d, though he 
May be as honeſt as their pritſhips be, 
Though he's a Friend, though a great Wit does lic 
Within that Body, dreſt ſo clowniſhly. 
Examine well thy ſelf, ſce1f there be 
The ſecds of any Vices {own 1n thee 
By Nature or ill caſtom we diſcern, | 
&« Negletted Fields ſtill over-grown with Fern, 
Ler's raiſe our {clves up to chis frame of mind, 
To be r our Friends infirmities as blind 
As Lovers to their Miftreſſes can be, 
Who either don'r their imperfeftions (ee, 
Or it they do, they're plealing to chem, thus 
Balbinus 1kK*d even «Agnes Polypur. 
[ with we all would crr in friendſhip lo, 
And vertue on that err,r would beſtow 
A glorious name 3 tor as the Father mild, 
Tf he eſpies a frailty in his child, 
He doesnot ſcorn, nor loath it, nor ſhould we 
Theerrors of our triends, if any be. 
If a Son [quinting gopgle- eyes thould have, 
His Father callsIum, Pretty winking Knave ; 
And he whoſe Child in ſtature 1s no more 
Than Syfphrs th* Abortives heretofore, 
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Calls him his Chicken ; if he bend at knee, 
He calls him Yares ; if he hur!-foot be, 
His Father liſping calls him Scamras ; Thus 
Whena Friead lives ſomething penwrions, 
Ler's calPc good Husbandry, and when we find 
One that co jeer or vapogy 18 inclin'd, 
Imagine his deſign is bar to be 
Very facetions 1n company : 
If he be rongh-hew'd, and will talk and rant, 
Count him a down-r:ght man and valiant, 
And when we meer with any perſon chac 
Is hot and ſurly, call him pathonate, 
« This thing joyns friends together, and when joyn'd, 
&* 1t ſtill preſerves them in a friendly mind. 

Bur we the very vertues of a Friead 
Do into Vices baſely wreſt, and bend 
Our mind thoſe veflels to pollute, which are 
Clear of themſelves 3 if any perſon dare 
Live vercuouſly among us; baſe and low 
We count him then, and if a man be ſlow 
Of apprehenſion, we are apt to call 
Him dul and thick-5kull'd fellow ; he that all 
C heats, wilely ſcapes, whoſe Beſom does nor lie 
Expos'd to any kind cf injury, 
Though he lives in a creacherous Age, wherein 
Malice and Slander, and all kind of fin 
Do grow and flouriſh, ought of right to be 
Eſteem*d a prudent wary man, but we 
Call him a ſ#btle Fugler : It we ſpy 
An open-hearced perton ſach as 
Ofc ſhew'd my ſelf ro you (CMacenas) which 
With his perperual and impertinent Speech 
Diſturbs men far more ſerious, when they 


Do cither read or (tudy hard, we ſay 
This 
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This fellow has not common ſenle, * Alas ! 

« How inconſtderately do we paſs 

« Laws 008 ſelves, unequal and ſevere, 

« Since no man without Vices ever were, 

« Or born, or bred, and that man ts the beſt, 

« Why's troubled with the feweſt and the leaſt, 

« Areal Friend will with my faults compare 

« My vertues; and if all my vertues are 

« More than my Vices, he that loves me would 

«© Incline toth' moſt, as it ts fit he ſhould : 

«$S9 if to be belov'd he hay a mind, 

« He may by this means the ſame meaſure find : 
« He that deſires his Wens ſhorld not offend 

&« Hi friend, muſt wink at th Pimples of hs friend, 
« He that would have his faults forgiven, muſt 
© Give pardon, if he take it, "tis bug juſt. 

Now fince the vice of anger, and the reſt 
Which do our fooliſh Natarechus infcſt, 
Cannot be throughly rooted our, why may 
Nor equal judgment and right reaſon ſway ? 
And why thould not all puniſhments be ficred 
Proportionably to the Crimes commitrred ? 
When a man bids his Servant lifc a Diſh 
Off from the Table, and he eat the Fiſh 
Thar's left, or lick the ſauce up, if that he 
Should ſuffer death, ſhould nor his Maſter be 
Eſteem'd more mad than frantick Labes 
By all thoſe men, who are themſelves not ſo ? 
How would the Maſters crime the mans tranſcend 
In greatneſs, nay in madneſs ? If a Priend 
Commit a fault, at which chou oughr'ſt co wink, 
Or elfc.all men will chee ill-natur'd think, 

It chou ſhould®ſt ſcorn and hate him for'r, and (hun 
His company, as the poor Devtors run 
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From the damn'd Uſurer Dr«ſ/s, who when erc 
The doletul Day of Payment docs appear . 
To his poor Debtors, it chey do nor pay 
Both principal and intereft, how they 
Come by't he cares not, he condemns them then 
To ftand with naked throats, like Captive men, 
Nor co be kill'd, but (that's far worſe then it) 
To hear thoſe wretched Plays which he had writ. 
Suppole my fwudled Friend when he did ſup, 
Bepiſt the room, or break my Miſtreſs cup : 
Or if he being hungry took away 
Thar Chicken which 1*ch* Diſh before me lay, 
Muſt I fall ont with him? What then if he 
Should commur chefr ? Or break his truſt wich me ? 
Or ſhould deny hts promiſe ? thoſe by whom 
All fins are equal held, when once they come 
T' inquireinto the truth, they're at a ſtand ; 
For common reaſon, gcncral cnſt;,, and 
Prefit 1c ſelf, which is the Mother now 
Of what 1s right and juſt, all diſallow 
This fond opinion - When in former time 
Mankind, which of all creatares is the prime, 
Crept our of *s Mother Earth, they were a kind 
Of dumb and naſty Catte/; which inclin'd 
To brawl tor 44aft, and Dens to lodge in too, 
With nails and fiſts, and next with clubs, and ({o 
In length of time, they tought with Spears and Swords, 
Which need had caught them how to make, till words 
And n2mes by them invented were, whereby 
They did their ſenſe and voices fiemific 
Lnto cach ocher, then they dud begin 
To build them Furts ro live with fatery in. 
Then they enatted Laws, that none might dare 
Play cher Robber os Adnlterer : 
| « For 
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&« Fir before Helens days women have been 
« The cauſe of cruel wars, When menruſh'd in 
On any women which they next camero, 
At the fuſt fight, as wild Beaſts uſe rodog 
Tilllike a Bull o'th' herd, a ſtronger come, 
Kill che firſt Occapant, and takes his room 2 
Bur unremembred d1'd thoſe nameleſs men, 
Wanrung th' Hiforians and Poets Pen. 

We 1t we do confider former times, 
Muſt grant chat Laws were made for fear of crimer. 
As Nature cann*t diſcern what's right, what's zrong, 
Nor ſeparate good from 1ll, nor trom among 
Thoſe things we ought to ſtan, pick out what we 
Ought to de/ire, nor cann't by reaſon be 
Mad out, that he who on the Herbs within 
His Neighbours Garden treads, do's as much fin 
As hethat robs a Charch, and ſteals awa 
What to the Gods there con{ecrated lay. 
Let's have a Rule, by which our pains may be 
Proportion'd to our crimes, and not char he 
Who has deſcrv'd a little Rod alone, 
Should with a horrid whip be laſt to th Bone, 

That thow'ls with ferxle ſtrike Tle ne*re ſuppoſe, 
Him that deſerves to (uffergreater blows; 
While thon hold'ſt thefts and robberies to be 
Offences only of the like degree, 
And thrca:nc{t if thou reien once to chaſtiſe 
Qur petty faults and toul cnormiries 
With equal puniſhments : 1t it be ſo, 
That he whois a wiſe man's wealthy too, 
A good Mechanick $Kill'd in every thing, 
The only gallant, and indeed a King. 
Whar need'ſt thou wiſh co be a King, fince thou 
Arc foalready ? Thow wilt ask me now 


It 
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If I don't know what old Chry/ppas aid, 
Though a wiſe man perhaps has never made 
His Shoos and Boors, yet ſtill a wiſe man is 
A Shoo-maker 5 to what end is all this? 
Juſt ſo Hermogenes, though he's dumb, can. | 
Sing well, and is a good Muſician. 
And in this ſenſe, Alfenws when he threw 
Away his t00/s, and ſhutup thop, and grew 
A cunning Lawyer, who had been before 
A Cebler, was (till Cobler, and no more :- 
So the wiſeman's alone 1n every thing, 
The $skiltulPit ertift, and fo he's a King. 

The Roguing Boys (thou talk'ſt fo like a Sot) 
W1ll pull thee by thy Beard, if thou do'ſt nor 
Thar Scepter in thy hand thy c#dgel ſway, 
And in Majc{tick- wiſc drive them away. 
The cheated crowd that ſtand abour thee, all 
Prepare to kick thee, thou maiſt bark and brawl 
Till chou haſt burſt chy Royal ſelf, Moſt bigh 
And mighty King, in brict thou Royally 
Giv'ſt a whole farthing, tor thy Bath ar once, 
And haſt no guard r' acrend thee bur thar dunce 
Criſpinus ; Bat my pleaſant friends, if 1, 
Through folly thould cranſgrels, will paſs it by, 
And when they do bewray their trailces, then 
T in requital pardon them agen z 
And thusT live, though bar a private man, 


More happy than thy tained King(hip can. . 
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SaTyYRE LV. By A. B. 


A Diſcourſe concerning POET RT, 


He old Greek Poets, Ariſtopbanes, 

Cratinns, Eupolss, and ſuch as theſe 
Who did write Comedies, where e're they had 
One fit to be deſcrib'd, as very bad, 
Such as a Thief, or an Adwlteyer, 
Or Mvurtherer, or ſuch like men which were 
Notorious #n their lives, theſe all ſhould be 
With a brave be/dneſs, and great liberty, 
Expreſt to thi lite, and wharſoever is 
Writ by Lacillins docs proceed from this, 
Thoſe Poetshe did imitate, their feer 
And numbers only he did change, and yet 
His wit was excellent, his judgment clear, 
Only the Yerſes, which came from him, were 
Harth and »»poliſhe 3 for this was his crime, 
Two hundred Verſcs in one hoxrs time 
He ordinarily pour'd out with eaſe, 
As if he did ſuch weighty buſineſſes ; 
Yer chough his Verſes I: xz a Deluge flow'd, 
Th' had ſomething (till above the common road: 
He lov'd to /crible, bur could not endure 
The pains of writing Verſes good and pure ; 
I ne're regard how much an Asthor writes, 
**Tis not the Yolame, bu: the ſenſe delights, 

© Phe tell you ; once C ri{pins challeng'd me, 

Pointing with's Finger ar me, Come (lays he) 
Take Paper, Pen, and Ink, fix place, and time, 
Let's both be watchrztry which can ſwifteſt rhime ; 
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T thank my Stars, Natwre did me compole 

So baſhful, and ſo puſillanimous, 

Thar I ſpeak little, and but ſeldom too, 

Bur hisJaborious l#ngs do always go 

Like a Smiths Bcllows, puffing breath o faſt, 
Thar he his Iron audients tires art laſt. 

What luck char Scribling Rhimer Fannins met ? 

That our grave Senate undefir'd have fect 

His /iily Book and nely ſtatue ton 

In Ceſars Library ? Whilſt Ichar do 

Both bluſh and tremble when 1 c're appear 

In p#blick, no rcherſing wit docs care 

To read my Lines to th* undifcerning crue 

But here's the reaſon for'r, there are bur tew 
That love a Satyry well 5 moſt arc atraid 

Their Crimes may be like others, opcn laid; 

Pick any perſon our of all Mankind, 

He 1s to pride or avarice inclin'd ; 

This wich the luſt for's Neighbours wite runs mad; 
Thar's for th* unnacural nſec of fome fair Lad : 
Tius loves to gaze on's money {Ull, and char 

Is ravithe with the ſplendour of his Plate 

This to get wealth by merchandizing goes, 
Where the Sua ſets, trom the place where it roſe, 
Runs through all dangers head-long, and is roſt 
From place to place as 7/hirlwinds blow the duſt, 
Fearing left he ſhould loſe his ſtock, or nor 
Increaſe that vaſt Eff4te which he had gor, 

All theſe hace Verſcs, and Verſe-makers fly, 
That Beait the Poet comes *ware heras they cry $ 
To make che Peppic laugh, theſe Flows uſe 
Nor to regard what friends they do abale, 
And whatſoe're they write, they forthwith to 
The Peliticiays of thc Condnig thew, 
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Or at the Bake- houſe, that Old Women and 
The Roguing Boys their jeſts may underſtand. 
Much good may 't do them, I on Cother fide 
With che name Poet wo'nc'be dignifi'd. 
' Out of their number, whom the world doesown 
For Poets, I'm excluded, being none : 
For to compole a Yerſe, or write as we 
Do ara” ſpeak 's not Poetry. 
Thar noble Title Poet choſe doth fir, 
Who have good Stile, high Fancy, and quick wit z 
And therefore ſome have askt whether, what I 
Have written be Poers or Comedy, 
Becauſe no ſalt, no flame, nor ſpirit be, 
Or in che words or ſenſe which comes from me z 
Which would be very Proſe, but only I 
My words to feet and numbers uſe to ie : 
Bur in a Comedy the Poet brings 
A Father raging in *cauſe his Sonclings 
T' a common proſticute, and does refuſe 
That wealthy »zateh which che old man did chuſe; 
And being drunk walks in the open day 
With a Torch flaming in a ſcandalous way. 
Pompenius Father, if alive, would thus 
Rebuke his Son for being leacherous. 
'Tis not enough to make Verſe ſmoothly run 
With fine c#l*d words, but if they are undove, 
And made plain Proſe, would as unpleaſant be 
As the ſowre Father in the Comedy. 
if from the Verſes, which I uſe ro make, 
And thoſe which once Lacilize writ,you take 
The feet and mcaſure, and do diſcompoſe 
The order of choſe words, and make them Proſe ; 
Placing choſe words before which Rand bebind, 
And ſo invers cheir order, you will find 
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The qaarters of a Poet {till appear 

In every ſentence ſcatter d every where, 
Not like this Verſe 3 When as the cruel jars 
Of wars had broke our iron poſts and bars, 

So much for that ; We'l cake a time to know, 
Whether this Poerry be right or no : | 
Now I would only ask wherher to thee | 
A Satyr can juſtly offenſive be. 

The bawling Lawyers and the formal Judge, 

When they in Gowns 2nd with their Law-tools tradge, 
Make Malefattiys rremble, while that he 

Thar's innocent contemns their Pageantry. 

Though chou *rt a mal:faftor, yet tince I 

Am no [nformer, why do'ſt trom me fly ? 

No Buoks of mine do proſticured he 
On publics Stalls co temper th enquiring Eye 
Ot Paſſengers, ſoyl'd by rhe greafie Thumbs 
Of every prying naſty Clown that comes. 

I ſeldom do rcherſe, and when I do, 

'Tis ro my Friends, and with relu@ance too : 
Not beforc every one, nor every where ; 

We havctoo many that Reherſers arc, 

In publick Baths, and open Markets too, 

In the ceil*d- chambers, where cheir voices do 
Double by repercu/iomy they reherle 

Infipid potions cortur'd into Verſc. 

Thus pleates empry Fops, who never mind | 
True wit and ſenſe, {o rhime and feet they find, 

Thou fayſt 7 love to jcer, and tudy ir | 
Togratific my own it-natar'd wit ; | 
Where didft chou pick up this Report ? or who | 

[ 


Of may acquaincance«e're reputes me fo? 
" _—_— who back: bites his alſent friend, 
* Or when another does, will not defend 
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« His reputation 5 he that aims tobe 
« The jeſter in all fooliſh company, 
&« Ambitions of the Title of a Wit, 
« A blab of *s tongue, who what &re you commit 
« into hus truft, diſcou'rs and betrays, 
« And impudently lies in what he ſay: : 
« This 15 a dirty fellow, ſuch a one 
« Ev'ry true Roman # concern 4 to ſhun, 
T've ſeen a dozen men together feaſt, 
And one has rudely jeer'd at all the reſt, 
Except his Friend, which entertain'd them all 
Bur being drunk at laſt on him did fall, 
When Wine (Trath's Mother) had unlockchis Breſt, 
Revcal'd thoſe chonghes char chere did ſmother'd reſts 
Thou who abhorr'ſt baſe Fellows, wilc ſappole 
This beaſt free, civil, and ingenious. 
Whilſt if I do diſcover and deride 


. Some powdred Coxcombs vanity and pride z 
Or elle ome naſty Sloven, thou doſt fall 


On me, as envious-or Satyrical, 

If in thy preſence any perſon does 

Report Petillus Sacrilegious, 

T hou (as thy cuſtom 1s) wile him defend, 

And ſay Petifies was thy antient Friend ; 

From Children you were converſant, and he 
Wiuh Kindnefles was ſtill obliging thee, 

The choughr of him does much thy Spirit chear, 
Thar he 1s well, and chou enjoy'ſt him here: 
Bur yer thou canſt not but admire how he 
Himſelt conld from chac Judgment fo well free. 
Such triendsare like the Se attle-fiſh, whoſe skin 
Is whice withouc, bur all lack juice within ; 
This is the ruſt of Friend(hip, and this viee 
(1t any ptomuſe” in my power lies) 
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T freely promiſe thou ſhalr never find 
In a!l my wricings, no nor in my mind. 
«If I ſpeak what is jocu/ar and free, 

« You by the Law are bound to pardon me. 

My honour'd Father, now deceas'd, did uſe 
Intomy mind theſe Preceprs to infule ; 

Obſerve (quoth he) their end who vice purſue, 
And "1 that all Vices wilt eſchew 

When he did preſs me to good Husbandrie, 
And thrifty frugal courſes, and to be 

Content with that Eſtate which he had got, | 
And did intend to leave me ; doſt thou not | 
{Said he) obſerve che wealthy Albizs Son | 
Into what want he is by wildneſs run ? | 
See what a ſhabby Fellow's Barrus grown, 
Barrns the Ranting'ſt Gallanc of the Town 5 

A good inſtruction for young Heirs, that they 

Should nor their Patrimony fool away ! 

And when from love of Whores he would deter me, 

He to Seftanas ſad Fate would refer me, 

That after marri'd Wives I hould nor ſtray, 

But ule my Pleaſures in alawtul way. 

{Quorh he) upon thy name *cwill be a Brand 

Tf hike Trcbonins thou {hould'{t be trepan'd. | 
Philoſophy will with mach reaſon ſhew | (lue- 
Whar thoun (hould*ſt ſhun,and whar thou ſhould'ſt pur- | 
If thow canſt well obſcrve thoſe prudent ways, 
In which onr Fachers walke 1n former days, 
And keep thy lite and reputation free ; 
From vice or ſcandal whilſt choy *rt under me, | 
I'm pleas'd : But when thy mind and body roo 
By age to full maturity ſhall grow, 
Fle turn thee looſe into the World. Thus he 
D:d in my Nonage willy guccure me 8 
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When he propos'd a duty to be done, 

He'ld ſay, Thou haſt a fair example (Son) 

For doing this, thou haſt before chine eyes 

Thoſe which ro hononr and great power did rife, 
Andif he*id have me any vice to flie, 

(Says he) A man may ſee with half an eye 

This at which now thoa arc about to do 

Is againſt honeſty and profit roo. 

Since this mans nam, and chac's who did this thing, 

With general ſcandal chrough the Nation ring. 

And as one Gluttons death doth-much affright 
Another, and ſuſpend his appetite 
For fear ef death, fo others infamy 
Makes tender Spirits from thoſe vices fly. 

Thus Iliv'd unconcern'd in all choſe Crimes 
Which ruine young-men in theſe impious times, 
Though I perhaps do'at unpolluted live, | 
But have ſmall faults, which men may well forgive) 
And which my ſecond thoughts and a trwe Friend, 
And wiſer age may teach me to amend z 


\ For I'm not wanting to my (elf when I 


Do walk alone, or in my Bed do lie. 

Then I think with my (elf, this way is beſt, 

And if I tollow *r, I am cruly bleſt, 

And to my Friends am grateful z but when I 
Obſerve a perſor- doing fooliſhly, 

Should I be ſuch an Aſs co make the ſame 

Ill courſe my pattern, which has been his ſhame ? 
Theſe are my private thoughts, and when lighc 
On a ſpare mainuce I do Verles write, 

And this is one of thoſe ſmall fins which I 

Am guilty of, which if chou ſhould'ſt deny 


To pardon, all of my Braternity 
| Would come co help me z for we Poets be 
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Romans tocheir Religion did ſeduce, 


A mighty number, and asonce the Jews, c 
So we'l dub thee a Brother of the Ifuſe. 


SATYRE V. By A.B. 


A journey from Rome to Brundufium, 


Rom ſpatious Rowe to Aris once went I, 
F With Heliodorws in my company, 

The beſt for Rhetorick that the Grecians had 

Our nn was ſmall, our entertainment bad. 

From whence to Appii forum we did ride, 

Where Sailer and lewd Viftuafers moſt reſide. 
We made it two days work, which might be done 
By thoſe who had a mind in leſs than one, 

The Appian Road we did not tedious think, 

We travelPd ſlowly, and did often drink : 

Here, cauſe the water was unwholſom, I 

Refus'd to cat a Swpper, but ſate by 

While my Friends did ; Ilong'd to be in Bed, 
For night on th' earth her ſable wings had ſpred, 
eAnd ſtuck the Heaven with Stars, bur ſuch a noiſe 
Roſe from the Sailers railing at their Boys, 

And their Boys back again atthem ! So ho / 

The Boat, the Boat ! Plague on you, where d' you g0 ? 
(Says one) you Rogue, you over-load the Boat, 

Tow le (ſays t'ocher with an open throat) 

Hold, hold, now 'tis enough : And thus while thay 
Harneſt their Mules, and quarrel for their Pay, 
They ſpent a whole hours time ; the ſtinging flea: 
And croaking Frogs deni'd me ſlcep and caſe, 
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And now the Sailer being gat quite drunk, 
With naſty Wine, begins to ſing of 's Pwnck. 
The Mzule-man does the like of his : both try 
Which ſhould roar-loudeſt for che Vitor) ; 


Atlengrth the 11s/e-man being weary grown, 


. Falls faſt aflcep ; while to a neighbouring fone 


The lazy Mariner did tie the Barge 

With che Males traces which was gone at large 

To graze ; and likewiſe falls aſleep vill day, 

Then vc percciv*d the Barge was at a ſtay, 

There being no ale to draw her ; thereupon 

Our leaps a ſurly Fellow, and lays on 

The Mule-man and the Sailer head and {de 

With a tough Cadgel, which was well appli'd z 

Then 1n four hours we aſhore were ſer, 

We watht our hangs and faces, and cid eat: 

Then after Dinner three full miles walke we, 

And came to eAnxwur, where the houſes be 

Cover'd with Poliſht Scone, my honour'd Friend 

Meacena and Cocceins did intend 

To take this Maritime City in the 10ad, 

Both being ſent g Ambaſſadors abroad 

'Bouc Stace Aﬀeairs, and uſing tocompoſe 

All differences which *rwixr Friends aroſe. 

Here I anointed theſe fore Eyes of mine 

With the moſt true Collyrinm excllene Wine, 

Then ſtraight Macenas, and three more ce, 

Ingeniows perſons all, and forthwith we 

With ſcorn paſs by that petty Village, where 

That Scriventr Laſcus proudly raPd as Mayor. 

With Mace and Chain, and Far, and parple-Gown, 

Strutting and demineering o'rce the Town, 

And came to Formie ſoundly tired at laſt, 

Where our Friends gave good lodging and repalt : 
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The next day was a bleſſed day, for we 
Came to a Town where Wine was good and free : 
There Virgil, Y arias, and Plotinas mer, 
Men of ſuch Souls che World cann't equal yet, 
Nor are there any in the World to me 
So much obliging as thoſe perſons be. 
But oh / whar love, and what embracing *cwas? 
And what rejoycing did between us paſs ? 
** No man in's Wits can any thing commend 
« Before a real and ingenuous Friend. 

Next ro a {mall Maritime Village near 
C ampania's Bridge we came, che Townſmen there 
With Wood and Salc Mecenas did. preſent 
As fees, *cauſe in an Embaſſy he wents 

From thence to Capu betimes we came, 
Virgil and | did flcep, Mecenas game ; 
That toilſom play ar Ball no way complies 
Wih Firgi.s ſtomach, nor wich my blear eyes, 
Hence wecameto Cocceins houſe, which 1s 
Scated beyond the Claxdian Hoſtcrics, 
A ſtately houſe, where plenty did abound, 
And there we ſplendid entertainment found. 

And now (my Muſe) aſſiſt me while I cell 
Thar memorable ſqzabble which betel 
Berween Sarmentsus that Buffoon, and one 
Ae fins, whoſe Face with warts was over-grown 
And trom that Noble antient Familic 
Theſe Combatants deriv'd their pedigree ; 
The Of/ian Nation unto Me ſſiur gave 
His being, but Sarmentss was a Slaves 
Ot chis condition and original 
Theſe two Tongue-combartants began their braul ; 
Thou Horſe-fac'd Raſcal (ſays Sarmentus fult ) 
Art which we fcll a Jeaghing, like to burſt, 
om oo conirann, wee {þ Meſſi 
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Me ffins replies, well be it ſo; what then ? 
(And Ox-like toſt his head ac him agen.) 
Oh! (ſays Sarmentus) What a dangerons Cow, 
Had not thy horns been quite ſaw d off, wert thou, 
Who art ſo curſt without them ? thy old face, 
(If poſſible) # uglier than it was, 
Since thy great wen on one ſide, now we find 
Cnt out, it leaves an ngly brand behind. 
That betchy face of thine looks as if then 
Hadſt a Campanian Clap apon thee now. 
Thus he abus'd Mefizs face, and bid 
Him come and dance as Polyphernus did, 
No viz.ard, nor yet buskins need'ſt thou wear, 
Thy face and limbs cann't ſeem worſe than they are, 
Meſſins retorts as much ; Thow Dog, ( ſays be) 
When will thy ſlaveſhip end ? for though thow be 
Now made aScribe,thy Miſtreſs right thereby 
1s not extinguiſbt ; tell me, Sirrah, why 
Did«ſt thou [s often run away from her ? 
1s not a pound of bread ſufficient fare 
For ſnch a ſtarveling ſlave as then to eat ? 
And with ſuch paſtime we got down our meat. 

At Beneventum our officious Hoſt 
Roaſting lean Birds, waslike himſelf to roaſt. 
The pile of fire fell down, aud ſcatrer'd flame 
Lnco the roof of the old Kitchin came, 
The hungry Gueſts, and Servants worſe than thoſe, 
Being afraid cheir ſapper they ſhould loſe, 
Began co ſcramble, and did more conſpire 
To ſnatch che viftuals, than to quench the fare. 

And now th' Apulian Mountains did appear, 
Which by Atabulins (o ſcorched are, | 
Theſe wehad ne*reclaw'd ore, bur that there lay 
T rivicus to xefreth us by che way ; 


Bur 
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Bar ſach acurſed ſoak did there ariſe 
From the green Boughs they burnt,ic ſcorcht our eyes. 
Here I the Coxcomb of the company 
Till Mid-night did in expettation lic 
Of a falſe Wench, who promis'd to come to me, 
Bur ſleep did come, and that more good did do me: 
But what I dreamt, and what on me betel, 
My body and my ſhcets can only tell. 

Thence four and twenty miles we were convey'd 
\ By Coachthen in a little town we ſtaid, 
Whoſe name won'r ſtand in verſe, but yet there are 
Plain ſignsro know.t by, they water there 
(The meaneſt of all chings) ſell, while crav'llers may 
Wirh fine bread gratrs load themſelves away. 
Bread at Canuſrum's gritty, water there 
Is as at Equotatinm, very rare. 
Brave Diorhedes of ſo high renown, 
*T was he, that buile in former time, this town. 
Here Yarins parted from 's, and weeping went, 
While we his abſence did as much lamenc. 
To Ruli thence, we being tir*d, did pet, 
The journey long, and worſe becauſe *rwas wet. 
Nexc day to Filhy Barus we repair, 
The way was worſe, but yet the Weather fair ; 
From thence to Gratia, which did ſeem to be 
Founded in ſpight of ch* Water Nymphs, for we 
Found wholſom Wartcr greatly wanting there, 
But we had exc'llent ſport ; for they did dare 
Perſwade me, that their /ncenſe which they lay 
Upon their Altars, would contume away 
Without a fire, I'le ne're think *cis true, 
This ſtory fits th' #ncircamciſed Few 3 
For I well know the Gods live free from cares, 
And ne're concern themſelves in mans affairs, 


And 
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And when as Nature any thing does do, 

Which Mortal men are moſt accuſtom'd to, 

I don't believe chart *cis che careful Gods 

Send down this wonder from their high abodes, 
Thence to Rr wndu/ium we our travels bend, 
And here my paper and our juurney cud. 
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SATYRE VI. BySirR.F. 
To MACENAS. 


He reprehends the vain judgment of the people of Rome 
concerning Nobility, meaſuring the ſame by antiquity of 
Pedigree , not by vertue ; ner willingly admitting to 
HMagiſtracy any but ſuch as were adorned with the for- 
mer. That theye was mo reaſon to envy him fur the 
friend(lip of Mxcenas, as for a Tribuneſhip 5 ſince that 
was given by Foruunc, but acquired by the recommen- 
dation of wertue. Laſtly, ſkews hu condition in a pri- 
wate life to be much better, than (if he were a Magi- 
ſtrate) it con(d be. 


N Or that the T#ſcans (who from Lydiacame) 
Have nothing nobler than Macenas name z 
Nor that thy Mothers, and Sires Grand- fire were 
Gen als of old, makes thee as moſt men, ſneer 

Thy neſe upart poor folks, and ſuch as me, 

Born of a father, from a Slave made free, 

When thou aftirm'ſt, 1: hills not of what kind 
Any ts come; if of a noble mind ; 

Thou deem'ſt (and right) chat before T*llas reign, 
(Who wasa King, yer not a Gentleman) 


Many 


220 SATTRES. 


Book I 


wy. — 


Many a man of no degree, no name, 
By great atchievements to great honours came. 
Levinus contrary (Yalerio's Son, 
By whom proud Targuin was expell'd the Throne) 
Him worthleſs, Ev'n the people (whom you know ) 
They ſ{corn'd ; Thoſe fools chat honours oft beſtow 
On undeſervers,. doating on gay men, 
Dazlcd with ſhieldsand coronets. What chen 
Shall wedo, lifted far aboye their Sphere ? 
The People to Levinus did prefer 
A new man Decjus; yet now, ſhould I 
$rand for a place, hoarſe eLppivs would cry, 
Withdraw ! "cauſe I'm no Gentleman : and thall, 
When Horace meddles farther than his Naul. 
But Honour takes into his Golden Coach 
Noble and baſe. Tells, what haſt to touch 
| ThePurple Robe (which Ceſar forc't thee quit) 
+ And bea Tribune? Envy thou did(t get 


Thereby,by whom 1ch* dark chou'dſt neer been ſpide. 


For when che pcople ſee a ſtrange face ride 

| Up to the cars1n Ermins, and a liſt 

|| (Or more) of Gold ; ftrait they demand, Who it ? 
I 2hat was his Fatber ? Juſt as when ſome youth, 

| Sick of the Faſhions (to be thought, forſoorh, 
Handſom) inflames the fairer Sex, to call 

His facein queſtion, hair, teeth, foor, and ſmall. 

So when a man upon the Stage ſhall come, 

| And ſay, Give me the Reins that govern Rome, 
 Dle manage Italy, the State ſhall be 


Ay care, I, and the Church likewiſe : Qds me! 


Ir forces every Morcal to enquire 
And know who was his Mother, who his Sire? 


! Shall chen the Of&-ſpring of a Minſtrel dare 
| Diſplace chis General, condemn that Peer ? 


HNvias 
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Novins was one hole lower. Being the ſame 
My Father was, you'd chink from Brste he came, 
Bur if two hundred Draies obſtruR a ſtreet, 

Or with their Trumpeters, three Funerals meet ; 
Louder than all he chafes wich brazen lungs, 
And thisis ſomething to awe peoples tongues. 

Bur to my ſelf, the ſon of the free&man 
O (Envy cries) T he ſon of the Freed man ! 
Mecenas, now, Becauſethy Gueſt : before, 
Becauſe a Rowan Tribune's charge I bore, 

Theſe two are notalixe : I may pretend, 
Though not to office, yerto be thy friend, 

Thou being chiefly 1n this caſe ſo choice, 

Not guided by Ambition, popular voice, 

Or by a chance : Yirgil his word did paſs 

For me, then Yares told thee what I was. 
When firſt preſented, little ſaid I to thee, 

(For Modeſty *s an infant) did nor ſhew thee 
A lone-taild Pedigree: I did not fay, 

I bred Race- horſes in Apnlia : 

Told what I was. As little thou replied*ſt, 
(Thy mode) I go: at nine monthsend, chou bid'ſt 
Me, of thy Friends, be one. Of this I boaſt, 

Thar I pleas'd thee (who to diffinguiſh know'(t ) 
Not Noble, but of fair and Cryſtal choughts, 

Yer, if except ſome few (not hainoss) faults, 
My Nature's ſtraight (as you may reprehend, 
In a fair face, ſome moles,) If (to commend 
My ſelf ) Tam not given to avarice; 

Not naſty, not debaucht, not fold co vice, 
Lov'd by my Friends, obedient to the Laws, 
Of all theſe chings my Father was the caulc, 
Whotrhough but tenant to one ſmall lean Farm; 
In Flavie's School would aevgr ler me learn, 
When 
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When great Cent#r ions ſent their great Boys thither, 
Their lefr arms crampr wich ſtones, hung 1n a leather- 
Bag, with a counting-board 3 bur boldly parts 
With me (a child) ro Rowe + rt: imbibe choſe arts 
A Knight, or Senator, might teach his Boy ; 

That who had ſeen my cloaths, and my convoy 

Of Servants, cleaving through a preſs, would (wear 
Some wealthy Grandfire did my charges bear. 
Himſelt (the carefulſt Tutor) had his cye 

Over themall; In (hore my Modeſtic, 

(Vercnes firſt bloom) ſo watring from this Well, 
He both preſerv*d my whiteneſsand my ſmell : 

Nor tear'd, Iſt any ſhould 1n time to come, 

Blame him he had not bred me {t:Il ar home 

To his own Trade : or I my (elf complain ; 

(The more his praiſe my debr,) if I have brain, 
Of ſuch a Father now thall T repenr, 

Like ſome chat quarrel with their own deſcent, 
Becauſe their blood from Nobles did not flow ? 
Reaſon as well as Nature anſwers, No : 

For if I ſhould unweave the Loom of: Fate, 

And chuſe my ſelf new Parents, for my Statc, 

In any Tribe: Contented with mine own, 

I would: not change to '*: a Conſuls Son, 

Mad, in the Valgars judgmenc : Bur in thine 
Sober, perchance : becauſe I did decline 

An irkſom load I am nt us'd co bear. 

For I muſt ſeek more wealth ſtraight, it chat were 5 
And, to beg Voices, many a viftt make, 

Muſt at my heels a brace of Scrvants take; 

For fear my Hononr ſhould be ſcen aloney 

To gointo the Countrey, or the Town, 

There muſt be Horſes ſtore, and Grooms therets, 
ALicter'so be hir*d too 3 Whercas now 
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*Tis lawful for me on a Bob-rail Mule 
To travel to T arentam, if I wull; 
My cloak-bag galling her behind, and I 
Digging her ſhoulders. Nor, with Obloquie, 

Like Twllas, when in Tiber-Road he's ſeen 
Attended with five Boys, carrying a skin 

Of Wine, and a Cloſe-ſtool: Brave Scnator, 
More decently than thou, and chouſands moxe, 

I could do that. Where e're I liſt I go, 

Alone, the price of Broth and Barley know ; 
Croud in at every Sight, walk late in Rome * 

Vific che Temple with a Prayer : then home 

To my Leek-portage, and Chich-peaſe. Three boys 
Serve 11 my Supper ; whom to counterpoiſe 

One bowl, two beakers on a broad white late, 

A piccher with ewo ears (* Campanian Plate) * Earthen 
Then do I go tofleep: ſccurely do'r, 

Being next morning to attend no ſuit 

In the greac Hall (where MMarſya doth look, 

As it loud Newiv's face hecould notbrook) 

I lie till Four. Then walk, or read a while : 

Or write to pleaſe my ſelf 5 noinc me with Ol! : 
(Not ſuch 8s Natta paws himſelf withal, 

Robbing the Lamps.) When neer his Vcrical 

The horcer Sun invites us to a Bath 

For our tir'd Limbs, I fly the Dogs-ſtars wrath, 
Having din'd only ſo much as may ſtay 

My appetite : Lotter at home all day. 

Theſe are my ſolaces : this is the lite 

Of men that (hun ambition, run from frife, 
Lighcer chan if I foar'd on Glories wing, 

The Nephew, Son, and Grand-ſou co a King. 
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SaTyYyRE VII. By A. B. 
eA Braul between two Railing Buſfoons. 


He venomous railing of that black-mouch *d thing, 

Who larely was preſcrib'd Rupillizs King, 
Azainft chat mungrel Perſian, and how he 
Reveng'd himſelf on King again ; theſe be 
Things (T ſuppoſe) notortoufly known, 
The talk of every Barbers ſhop in town. 

This Perſian being rich, his wealth did draw 
Mich vufineſs, and that buſineſs ſuits in Law 
And with Rzpiliizs King, among the reſt, 
He had a very troubleſom conteſt ; | 
He was a ſurly tellow, proud, and bold, | 
And able King himſelf with caſe t* out-(cold, 
Of ſuch a birter and inveFJive ſpeech, 
Thar he even Billingſgate to rail could teach. 
Now as to King, lince nothing could compoſe 

The difterences which between them roſe, 
Theſe two Tongue- combatants began their frayy 
When Brutws govern'd wealthy Aſia ; 
To th' Hall they come contending eagerly, 
Both marcht as cqually as Fencers be ; 
They made an exc'llent Scene : Firſt in the Court 
The Perſian pleads his cauſe, and made good ſport, 
Our General Brz#tusto the skies he rais'd, 
And his victorious Army highly prais'd ; 
Call'd him the Sw» of Aſia, and all 
His Captains he propitious Stars did call, 
Except thac Buffoon King (ſays he) who's far 
More miſchicyous c© you all, chan che Dog- ſtar 
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Is to the Husband-man : thus on heran, 
And by his railing, bore that baffled man 
Quite down before him like a Winter flood, 
Which drives down every thing that e're withſtood 
Its rapid wetion, and by violence 
Roots up the trees, and'ſo the Axe prevents, 

Thus when two Warriers engage in fight, 
And both of equal courage, skill, and might, 
Honour's their aim, both ſcorn to yield or run; 
The more their walour, the more miſchief's done; 
So valiant Hefty when he did engage 
*Gainſt ſtout g Achilles, ſuch a deadly rage 
Did animate them both, chat nothing could 
Satiare their fury but each others blood, 
And death of one, meerly 'cauſe both were ſtout; 
Congrer or die both could, but ne're give ous. 

Bur when two Cewards quarrel, or if one 
That comrage has, contends with one of none ; 
(As Diomedes once with Glaucas did) 
The Coward yields or runs for *c, and inſtead 
Of blows, gives bribes, and preſents to his Foe, 
Oaly co ſave his life, and ler him go. 

King rallies up his thoughts, and chen retorrs 
Inve&ves falſe, and many of all ſorts : 
Juſt like a furly Carman, whoſe rude tongue 
Our-rails all Paſſengers, be *t right or wrong ; 
He had not wat co jcer, but rudely bauls, 
And che ſmart Perſian Rogue and Cuckold calls: 
The angry Per/7an being ſo much ſtung 
By the reproaches ct the /talians tongue, 
Crics out, Oh Brutas ! by the Gods I pray, 
Thon whoſe profefſion's to take Kings away, 

Murther this one King for me, thou'lc gain more 

By chis, cheu alltche Kings th haſt kill'd before, 
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SaTYRE VIII By AB, 
A Diſcovery of Witchcraft, 


OOF an old Fig-trce once the trunk was T, 
And as a ulicleſs piece of woed laid by, 

Till an ingenjous Carpenter who found 

Me lying ſo negle&ted on the ground, 

Took me in hand to torm me wich his too!, 

Bur whether he ſhould make of me a ſtool, 

Or a Priapzur, was a thing that did, 

Long time perplex this politick work ans head 3 
Till after long dclibcration, he 

For weighty reaſons made a God of me, 

Hence does my Deity proceed, and I 
Here ſtand the thieves and birds to rerrifies 
The thjeves T fright away with my right hand, 
And my long pole which does erc&ed ſtand ; 

My Crown of Reeds docs driveche Ljrds away, 
Thar they dare not in our new Gardens pr: y. 

The ground where I now {tand was herccofore 
A common Barjing-place tor all che poor, 

Whoſe carcaſes in mcan ſmall graves were laid 
Aud this the publick Sepx/chre was made 

For th' ve2neft ſorr of people, thoſe men which 
Were much the poorer cane they had been rich. 
The bodies of ſuch ſpend-thrifts here were caſt, 
As fooÞd cheir mcans away, and lack'd ar laſt, 

A thouſand toor in length, three hundred wide, 
Whuch from the reſt a Land-mark did divide, 
Whoſe plain inſcription did deſcribe roth* Heiry, : 
Which ground was Sacred, 8& which ground was theirs3 


Now 
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Now men 'ith' healthy Church-yard live, and where 
Dead bodies ſtunk, the living take treth air, 
Andon thar green hill now we walk which once 
Was all deforms'd and cover'd o're with bones. 


Bar yer the thieves and birds which hither come, 


And haunt this place, are not ſo troubleſom 

To me, as thoſe who charms and poyſons ule, 
With which they do poor mortal minds abule, 
Theſe I can neither hinder nor deſtroy, 

But in the flent nights, by Afoon-fhine they 

Into theſe Gardens Real, and pick up there 

Dead humane bones and herbs that poy{onous atc. 


Here that old Hag Canidia 


I {pid 


In a black garment cloſe about her ti'd, 
Bare-foot ſhe walkt, her locks diſhevell'd were, 
And that Witch-major Sagana wich her : 
Howling like Wolves, of pale and ugly hew, 


| They both appear'd moſt ghaſtly ro my view, * 


With their long nails to ſcratch the earth they went, 


|. And with their teeth a Lambin funder renr, 


Whoſe blozd they pour'd into their new-dig'd pit, 
And conjar'd upth' infergal Fiexds with ity 
Such Spirits as could anſwer to what cre 


| They did demand ; two [mages there wer 
Brought by theſe Hags, by which they & 

| One made of wo9/, the other made of wax : 
| The Woollen was the greater, that it might 


The lieclc Waxen Image curb and fright. 
This Wax Effigies ſtood cringing by, 


| As finking under its ſervility, 
| One Hecateinvokesz Tiſyphone 


Is charmed by c ocher : Serpents one might ſee; 
And che infernal Dogs run out and in, 


The ba(hfal Moon for fear 


ſhe ſhould have beer 


Q_3 
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A watne's to cheſe juglings hid her face, 
And made our Sepxlchres her lurking place. 

If Tlier? youin any thing I've ſaid, 

May the Crows with their d#ng pollute my head ? 
May all che rogaes and whores, and thieves in town, 
Caſt their baſe Excrements upon my crows / 

What need I all thoſe tricks to mention, which 
Were done by S2gana that damn'd old Wuch? 
And by what Artifice the Ghoſts and the 
Diſcours'd together with variety 
Of cones, now {hri!l, now flat, and how they did 
Hide under ground by ſtealth the hairy head 
Of an old wolf, with teeth of ſpeckled ſnake, 
Then with the Waxcn image they did make 
The fire to blaze : Bur thar I might nor be 
A tame ſpettator of this f00ery, 

And thole impoſtares unreyeng d behold, 

Ot both choſe Hgs ſo ugly and fo olds 

I from my God(/ips entrails backward ſpoke 
Aschundring as a b/adder when *cis broke ; 

Away ran both the witches into town, 

Our clxopt (anidia's ſet of teeth, and down 

Old Sagana her ſakes and poyſons threw 

And all her conjurins cools, ot likewiſe flew 

Her Periwig, *ewould make one break his ticart 
With laughter, to obſerve how one ſound fart 
Broke from a God, two Witches frights away, | 
And made them run from one more weak than they. 
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SATYRE IX. 
A deſcription of an impertinent prating Fol. 


F late along the ſtreets I muſing walkr, 

And to my ſelf ſome learned whim/ie talkt ; 
When loa wandring Trifler tome came, 
Whom ſcarce I knew, fave only by his name ; 
And wich familiar freedom rook my hand, 
ASking me, How I did ? At your command 
(Said I) God keep you Sir. He following ſtill, 
I curn'd about, and ſtopt to know his will. 
What ? don't you know me, man? ((aid he) 7 to 
A Virtuoſo am as well as you. 
The more I honoar you, Sir, (I repl'*d) 
And {UII all ways to ſhake him off I cri'd ; 
In chouſand differen poſtures I did go, 
Somerimes I walk apace, and ſometimes ſlow; 
Sometimes I whiſper'd in my Foot- boys car, 
And all the while did ſwear all o're for fear. 
Ob happy he ! (to mutter I began) 
Who hugs himſelf at an impertinent man ! 
Oh happy ! whoas well himſelf can feaſt 
On the moſt fooliſh ralker as the beſt ! 

In the mean time his tongue did gallop on, 
Letting no ſtrect, nor ſign, nor houſc alone : 
Act laſt, perceiving L did nothing mind, 

(He ſaid) you'd fain be rid of me, I find ; 
But you, nor I have now not much to do, 

Tle therefore wait upon you where you go : 
Where lies your way ? O Lord, pray Sir de z0t 
Yomr ſelf for me jo ſo much tronble put ; © 
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Ay journey lies almoſt as far*s the Tower, 
To viſit one you never ſaw before. 
That's nothing Sir, I'm perfeitly at leiſnre, 
Ard a long walk with you þ count 4 pleaſure. 
With that I ſhrunk my ſhoulders, hung my ears, 
As a dull Aſs that toogreat lading bears, 
Then he begins : IF once you knew we Sir, 

Ten ſcarce to me would any Wit prefer, 
who ts there that can better verſes write ? 
Or whowith greater ſwiftneſs can indite ? 
Who of your friends can more gentilely dance ? 
Or who can better teach the mode of France ? 
If you but hear me ſing, you will confeſs, 

7 do excel the fam'd Hermogenes. 

| Here it was time to interpoſe : Have you 


- Ne mither Sir, nor other kindred, who 


11:y want your company this preſent hour ? 
O 1; pale death did them long ſince devour, 
Tie happier they 5 Nay then, in faith, go on) 
Cl me vat-right, my friend, fince th haſt begun ; 
(My laft hour's come, and now 1 plainly ſee 
1 14 wer? intended by that Prop ecie 
VEict my Nusic ſpake, when I an infant was, 
"4 vpi-.7 my feet and ſmiling in my face, 
- 121.3 The Boy no poiſon, nor no ſteel, 

lo pain of Corgh, or Spleen, or Gout, (hall feel, 
© by ſome fatal tongue ſhall be deftroy'd, 
Laizers let him, when come 20 age, avoid. 

Over againſt G«ild-hall at length we came, 
He peclcing me, TI mifcrably lame, 
Gods ſo ! *Tes well rememired, hold, I pray, 
# have 'a Cauſe heretobe tri'd to day ; 
Good Sir come with m2 in, Ile ſtraight diſpatch. 


, 
, 


In ha$, like dying men, thisbogh I catch, 


—_— 
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In troth Sir 1 have no great kill i th* Law, 
Hy nod will keep no Fudge or Jury in ant, 
Ple ſoftly walk before, and if you make 
Good ſpeed, you quickly me may overtakes 
Here he perplexc ſtood ſtill, and ſcrarcht his head, 
What ? ſhall I loſe ſodear a friend ? (heſaid) 
Or by my abſence loſe my Cauſe ? Nay Sir, 
I pray regard your buſineſs do net ſtir. 
Let my Canſe fink (or ſwim) Þ le leave it here, , 
So I my ſelf to ps a friend endear. 

So on he leads, and I found 'twas 1n vain 
To ſpoil my teeth by champing of che chain; 
Straight he reſumes his firſt Diſcourſe ; And how ? 
How with my Lord ſtands your condition now ? 
Hy Lord's a prudent man, and private lives, 
Never himſelf to much acquaintance gives; 
Yow'l raiſe a mighty Fortune under him, 
But yet methinks it would great wiſdom ſeers, 
If you would take ſome courſe thoſe to prefer 
Abont bim, who might ſtill poſſeſs his ear 
To your advantage, and if 1 wore one, 
You might be ſure to geveyn him alone. 
Tow'r quite miſtaken Sir, we live not ſo 
As you ſuppoſe, nur yet as others ds ;; 
No [mall Intrignes that family does breed, 
No plots, mor little jealouſies does feed : 
None there does lock with envious eyes upen 
Anothers pod, but loves it as his own ; 


Strange and unuſual thu which you relate, 


But ſo it ts, the more I'm paſſionate 
To make one of your number, That you may 
Without diſpute, if you'l but try the way z 
A man ſo qualifid as yeu appear, 
Cann't be deny'd admiſſion any where; 
Q 4 rl, 
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Well, to my ſelf I will not wanting be, 
Fle watch his hours, his ſervants I will fee; 
T will ſalate hu Charict in the ſtreet, 
T le tring him home as often a« we meet : 
We-Conrtiers ftrive for intireſt in vain, 
Unleſs by long obſervance it we gain. 
White he did thus run on, who ſhould we meet 
But my friend C— paſſing croſs the ſtreet, 
C——. {traight found what kind of man he was, 
Nor to ſee through him, needed hehis Glaſs: 
So when the #ſ#ual complements were paſt, 
I crod on*s Toes, and ſoftly him imbrac't ; 
1winkt, and ſhrug'd, and many fignsI gave, 
Which filently did his affiſtance crave : 
But my anmeyciful malitious friend, 
Seem'd not to underſtand what TI intend, 
Enjoy'd my miſery, and ſmil'd to ſee 
What ſmall thin Plots I made to be ſet free. 
Dear friend ! d* you remember who laſt night 
Did usto dine with him to day invite? 
I will remember ir, but yer in troth 
I have no mind to go, for I am loth 
To break a faſting day, as we ſhall there. 
That's nought, I have a diſpenſation here. 
I've none (ſay; he) I'm going another way, ; 
T'le keep my Conſcience, and the Church obey 
This ſaid my witty Friend with cruel ſpight, 
om me even when the Butcher's going to [mite. 
nder what curſed Planet was I born? 
By my companion to be left forlorn ! 
Condemn'd to ſuffer this inceſſant breath, 
And by perpetual chatt*ring talk'd to-death, 
But now at laſt by great good hap there was | 
A. Bailiff ſe12d on himas he did paſs; 


Book I. SAFES SS. 233 


| —— 


O have I caught you Sir, you muſt with me, 
Pray Sir, will you againſt him wirneſs be ? 
Along they go, I for revenge too joyn'd, 
But in the Hall we ſo great cumulc find, 
Such heaps of Women follow'd us, and Boys, 
That I with eaſe eſcapr amidft the noiſe, 
Sure great was my diſtreſs, when even a throng 
Of Lawyers was relict againſt his tongue. 


SATYRE X. By A B. 
Another Diſcomrſe of POETRY. 


Said indeed, the Verſe Lacilins writ 
Were rough, 'tis true ; and who's fo void of wit, 
Though ne're ſo much hiSPatron or his Friend, 
That him againſt this cenſwre can defend ? , 
Bur in thatyery Pagel ſaid withal, 
That with great Wit he does the City maul, 
And did commend him for it much. Bur yet 
Though I allow him chat, I don*c admir 
Lacilius was ſo thorough-pac'd a wit, 
As to be good at every thing, for fo 
That fool Laberius Dogrel Rhimes might go 
For exc'llent Poems, and be much admir'd. 
Though *c be a vertuc, and to be defir'd 
To makean Andience laugh well, yet there be 
More things requir'd to make a Peet ; he 
Muſt be-conciſe, his Verſe muſt ſmoothly flow, 
And nor beclogg'd with needleſs wordsthat grow 
A burden to the Reader, who 1s tir'd 
With reading that which heat firſt deſor'd, 


Somnie- 
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Sometimes 'ris good to uſe a dolefwl (train, 
But moſt of all che brwh and atry vain ; 
Now play the Rhetorician, and chen 
To the Poeetick raptures fly agen- 
Sometimes write like a Gentleman, whoſe part 
Is ro write eafily wichout much rt. 
A Drolling merry ſtyle does betrer hit 
Great maccers, fon a down-right railing Wit ; 
The anrient Comick Poets on this ground 

" Areimitable, and to berenown'd, 
But thoſe our ſpruce G allants about the Town, 
(Becauſe they underſtand chem not) cry down. 
To fing what { alvss and Catallus writ, 
Is th* height of all cheir learning and their wit; 
He that, ſay they, in's Latine Verles can 

* Mix ends of Greek, that, that's the only man. 
You aged Blogk-heads ! who ſo doat upon 
That Rhodian Dunce, Poet Pytholeon, 
And think that Pie-bald way in which he went 
To be both difficult and excellent. 

But oh ! an eleganc diſconrſe (you'l ſay) 
Made up of Gre:kh and Latine words look gay ; 
'Tis juſt like Chian Wine when mixt among 
The Wine that to Falernum does belong. 

When thon wouldeſt Verſes make, imagin: thou 
Wert for thy life ro plead chy own cauſe now, 
As did that criminal Petillss once, 

Would'(t chou thy Native language quite renonnce, 
While the Kings Council in their Mother tongue 
Tug for thy {ondemnation, right or wrong ? 

To incerlace chy ſpeech, would'ſt chou incline 
With forein words, and like the Cann/enes 

Speak a compounded Gzbriſh ? Bur when I 

(Whoam an in-/and Peet) went to try 


To 
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To make Greek Verſes, after mid-nighr, when 
Thoſe things are real which arc dreamt by men, 
Romulws-ſtraight appear'd ro me, and cold me, 
All men would for as great a 92ad-w3an hold me, 
Tf I attempt r* encreaſe char redious ſtore 

Of the Greek Poets, too too large before, 

Asif I ſhould Coals ts New-Caſtle ſend z 

This to my Grecian verſing pur an end 2: 

While ſwelling Alpin with this chandring Pen, 
Murders poor ſlaughter'd Memnon o're agen, 
And by his barbarozs Poetry deſtroys 

Thoſe things and perſons which he goes to praiſe, 

I ſpore my ſelf wich writing Lrnes, which ne're 
Are ſpoken in Apells*s Temple, where 
That Pedant 7 arpa does preſume to fit, 

And with much boldneſs judge of little wit ; 
Nor are they oft obcruded on che Stage, 

To cloy the Sggmach of the queazie age, 

As now our Modern Fandanw does, 

Who is in ſcridling Plays facerious, 

And with a ſubtle whore, a cunning knave, 
Cheating old men, we the ſame fancy have 
In all hisPlays. And Tragick Pollis ſings 

In his three-footed Verſe the deeds of Kings : 
But our inzenious Varixs does produce 
Better than any che Heroick Mule, 

And the {mooth Rural Maſes do inſpire 
Virgil with ſoft and molt facerious fire, 

Hence *cis that I write betcer Satyrs then 
That blundring Yarro, and that fort of men 
Who have (o often tri'd to write, in vain, 

Yer I fall ſhort of our Laciliue ſtrain, 


' Who firſt invented them 3 nor will ] dare 


To ftrip him from the Crown which did adhere 
| T' his 
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T' his brows with ſo much glory ; though I ſaid 
. His Verſes did run muddily, yer chey had 
More 5n them that deſery'd our great reſpec, 
Than all thoſe Vices which we ſhould rejeR. 
But prithee tell me? Did thy learaed eye 

Nothing to be reprov'd in Homer (pie? 

Did not Lxcilizs himſelf think fit 

To alter ſomething of weak Acciua wit? 

Did henot laugh at Enniw lines, as though 
Semethingsin them were not quite grave enough 2 
And when of thee he a diſcourſe did move, 
Thought thee as bad as thoſe he did reprove ? 
And what ſhould hinder, but when ever we 
Do read Lucilius works, we well may (ce 

If 'e were the imperfeFion of his wir, 

Or crabbed Nature of the things he writ, 

Would not permit the Lines he made to be 
Elaborate, or run more evenly? # 

Or if that any Poet took delighr 

A Poem in Hexametey to write, 

Contented only that he had made up 

Two hundred Verſes when he went to ſup, 
And after Supper juſt as many more, 

Whoſe rhimes did run as Caſſias heretofore, 
More ſwift and raging than a Torrent does, 
Which being condemn'd to fire, as ſtory goes, 
Was burnt to aſhes with che Books he writ, 
(The juſt reward of a volum*nous wit) 

If he were now alive, and all that ere : 
He found ſuperfluous, away ſhould pare, 
Held ſcratch hi head were he a Verſe to write, 
And often to the quick his nails wowld bite, 

* He that would write what ſhould twice reading fland, 
« Muſt often be pon the mending hand, 
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« Ac*re wind the praiſe of th' undiſcerning Crew, 

« Content with learned Readers, though but few. 
Art thou ſo mad thy Poems to expole 

To Ballad- fingers, and tro Puppet-ſhows ? 

Not I (I vow) I'm like the beld wench, thac 

By all the people being baited at, 

Since I (quoth ſhe) am Ainjion to a Knight, 

I all the inferior rabble ſcorn and flight : 

Shall ſuch an Arſe-worm as Pantilins, 

Diſturb my thoughts 2 or when Demetrins does 

Behind my back traduce me, or that Aſs 

Fannins (who once T igellius Crony was) 

Abuſecs me, his envious rage to vent, 

Shall I chen foolithly my ſelf rorment ? 

No; let £Macenas, and ſuch men of wit 

As Virgil, will but read whatTI have writ, 

With many friends and learned perſons more, 

Whoſe names I do indsſtriouſly paſs o're, 

Whom I defire to ſmile on what I write 

How ill fo&er ; But if they ſhould delight 

Leſs than my expe#tation, I ſhould beF 

Exceeding ſorrowfw! : But as for thee 

Demetrins, thee T igeilins that be 

But Fidling Rogaes, go fret your ſelves and pine 

*Mongſt your She-ſcholars ar theſe lines of mine z 
Sirrah, make all the haſte you can, and look 


Thar all Pye ſaid be added ro my Book. 


T he &nd of the Firſt Bok of Satyres, 
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SaTyYRE I. BySirR.F. 


He dilates wpon the advice given him by Trebatius to 
write the aftions of Auguſtus, r:ther than Satyres (as 
things that are dangerous to meddie with) and ſhews why 
he cant obey him. 


Omethink Tam too ſharp a Satyriſt, 
G And that I ſtrecch my work beyond the liſt, 
Others, what ere T write is necdleſs (ay, 
And thar like minea thouſand Lines a day 
May be ſpun, What would'ſt chou adviſe me now 
(Trebatics) in this caſe? Sit fill, As how ? 
Nox to write Verie ar all, doſt thon ayer 
As thy Senſe ? 7 do. Let me never ſtir, 
If *rwere not beccer. Bur I cannot ſleep, 
For that, [wim Tber (nointed) thrice ; or ſteep 


Thy 
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Thy brains at night in Wine, If thou muſt needs 
Write, dare to write unconquer'd Ceſars deeds, 
Great Rewards following. Father, chat being ir 
I'de fain be at, my will exceeds my wit. 

Nor every Pen can paint in horrid Field (kill'd, 
Thick Groves of Pikes, Spears broke in French-wen 
And a hurc Parthian dropping from his Horſe. 

His juſtice though thou mayſt, and his minds force : 

As wiſe Lacilizs thoſe of Scipis, 

Tenor be wanting to my (elf, if ſo 

Occaſion ſerve. The paſlage muſt be clear 

When Horace words pierce Ceſars ſerious ear ; 

Whom, ſtroaking, if we think © approach: 'ware heels! 
Is not tha better chan in Verſe thar reels, 

To jeer this Gull, chat Prodigal, when each = (reach) 
Man thinks he's meant (tho quite from thy thoughts 
And hates thee for't ? what ſhould I do? being hot 

I'h* head, and ſeeing double through the Por, 

Milonima frisks. Caſtor on Horſe-back fights: 

The twin of the ſame Egg in Clubs delights. 

As many thouſand minds as men there be, 

I like Zacilizs (better than both we) 

My words in Meeter love r* encloſe and bind, 

His way was, in his Books co ſpeak his mind 

Asfreely, as his ſecrers he would tell 

Toa ry d friend 7 and rook it ill, or well, 

He held his Cuſtom. Hence it came to paſs, 

The old mans litets chere as in a Glaſs, 

His ſteps I follow, whom you neicher can 
Of Lxcacall, nor an Appwlian. 

( For the YVenuſian both their borders ploughs, 

A Colony of Rome, as old Fame ſhewss 

The Sabels thence expelPd ro ſtop that Gate, 
| And be an Qut-work to rhe Roman State.) 


. 
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Yet I'de not harm a Chicken wich my will : 

For ſhew and countenance bearing my Quill 

Like a Sword ſheath'd ; which why ſhould I draw, not 
Set on by Rogues? with Ruſt there may it ret 

O Jove, Father and King : and none bereave 

The peace I ſeek, Bur 3f there do, believe 

Me they will rue *r, when with my keen Stile ſtung, 
Through the whole town they ſhall in pomp be ſung. 
Serviasthe penal Statutes (anger'd) threats 

Canidia to witch them, *gainſt whom ſhe ſets ; 

A miſchict T arias, to all thoſe wage Law 

Where he's a Judg. That every one doth awe 

Them whom he fears, with that where his ſtrength is, 
And that by Natures Law appears in this: 

Wolves \mire with tecth,- Bulls with the horn (this mult | 
Be taught them from within.) With Sceva truſt 
His long-liv'd Mother ; my head to a groat, ' 
His pious hand thall never cur her throar. 

Not his ? No more then an Ox bite, a Bear 

Kick thee: but ſhe thall die of poiſon. There ;0 
Now lies his skill. Me, whether (in effe&) | 
The quier Harbour of old age expeR, 

Or Death with ſable wings hover about: 

Rich, Poor, at Roe, or by hard Fatetbruſt our 

Inco exile; in whatſoever way 

Oflite, I muſt wrice Vertes : that's my play: | 
O Child ! thy Taper's ncrche end 1 donbr, 
And chat. ſome grear Mans brave will puff thee ont. 
Why? When Lacilizs durſt begin this way 

Ot writing Verſes, and che skins did flay, 

In whick theourward-fair diſgnis'd ther ſhame 3 
Were Lelies and he that won aname 

From Carthage raz'd, offended with his wit? 

Qr did they winch, Aetellys bejng hut? 


] 
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And Znpas ſtripr and whipr in Verſe? yer he 
Spoured his Ink on men of each degree : | 
None ſpar'd but Yertse and her friends. Nay when 
Retir'd were from the Stage, and croud of men, 
Scipio's exalced vertue, and the mild 

Wiſdom of Lelizs : Till the Broth was boild, 

They both would play and coil with him, ungirt. 
Though I in wit, and in condition, ſhort 

Am of Luciliss : Envy ſhall confeſs 

Againſt her will, I've liv'd nevertheleſs 

Amongſt great men : and (chinking to have tuff 
Here, for her rotten teeth) fiad I am tough, 

If learn'd Trebatius take me ar my rate, 

Nay truly I can find nothing to bare ; 

Only I warn thee, leſt chrough ignorance 

Of ſerled Laws thou come to ſomie miſchance: 

If any write baſe Verſes againſt ocher, 

Ir bears a ſuic. If baſe, I granc $ bur Father, 

If any write good verſe, that man is prais*d, 

Ceſar the Judg. If I the ſtreet have rais'd 

By barking at a Tiicf, my ſelf being none, 

The Bench with laughter cracks, I (freed) go home, 
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SaTYRE IL. By A. B. 
T he benefits of Temperance and Frug «liz. 


Ow great a vertuc *cis, and how it tends 
Toth! good of humane life (my worthy friends ) 
To live abfemiouſly, 15 not to be 
Learn'd ar great Feaſts made up of /ax2ry, 
Among(t your polith*d Tab/es ſpred in State, 
| Loaden with Diſhes of pn Place, 
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Whoſe various ſplendour does amaze the Eye, 
And makethe pxz/ed apperite paſs by 
Whac's good, and chosſe the worſe : bat when you be 
Faſtine, then come {it out this truth with me. 
This 1s not my Senſc only, but Cff-llus 
That Conntry wit, this truch did long fince tell us, 
A yprudcnt man, yet walkt not by a rele, 
Nor learn'd the formal Precepts of the School. 
You'l ask, why taſting? give me leave, Te cell you ; 
You can no more with a full corged belly 
Know vice from vertae, then a Juds chat is 
Corrupt, diſcern 'ewixt truch and talfirics, 
Suppoſe you had hanted hard, or us'd your force 
To ride and manage a high-mecled Hoyſe - 
Or you wholc lite before [naxarious was, 
Shculd'{t on a Reman Souldicrs duty paſs, 
Or (hould'it at Tenn play with might and main, 
Whulſt the delight makes you ncr'e mind che pain 
Or had you been at Owciting, and had thrown 
Into che yielding Air a pondrous ſtone, 
Till your much exerciſe had driven away 
That ſuſtenance which on your ſtomachs lay, ' 
When you are very dry and hungry grown, 
Then Fd fain (ce you let coarſe food alone g 
Or drink no Wine, unlc{s you can procure 
Racy Canary, or what Claret's pure, 
Orit the Betler's abſent, or the Main 
By {torms protects her Fiſh trom being (lain, 
A cruſt of brcad diprt into falt well may 
The barking of your empty ſtomachs ſtay. 
You't asx« mc ow this vertue may be got ? | 
* Irveptcaſure in the dainticft Diſh docs not | 
* Conkfilt, bur in our felyes, and any meat 
* Eco us /Vorſon, it obtain'd by ſweat : 


Book II. $4 T FEES 243. 


_— ——_ 


wt. oat. Ad 


« Bur no delicious Banquers can invite, 
&« Or gratific the gorgcd appetite. 

I doubc I ſhan't perſwade you, but that men 
Will feed upon dry Pexcocks, rather chen 
The Fat, but common Fowl s Mens Palats be 
Corrupted with the very vanity 
Of chings, and ſtill defire to taſte that food 
Thar's very dear, and think it therefore good. 
Peacocks with us the beſt eſteem obtain, 
Not for their Fleſh, but for their gaudy Train, 
Asif it would mens Palats gratifie, 
To cat thoſe Feathers they extol ſo high : 
Or that che glorious ſhew would nor Le ſpoil'd, 
When you ſhall ſee a Peacock ſtripr and boil'd, 
Although the fleſh of Hens and P:acocks do 
In nothing differ, it appears that you 
Are fool'd with various colonys: Be ſo (till 


When you *vea Pibe preſented in a Dith, 

You ask impertinently, it that Fith 

In che main Sez, or in eſp waters caught ? 

And madly praiſe Mmliets of three pound weight) 

Which you muſt cur in pieces; bur I ſee 

Moſt men mcerly with {#2ws delighted be : 

Pray, for what reaſon co mc?! men diſlike, 

(Though they love Ms/lets large) a well-grown Pike ? 

Their eario/ity's the reaſon for'r, 

"Cauſe Nacuremade Piheslong, and Hullets ſnort. 
When a mans ſtemach ts once hungry grown, 

He flights no food, rhe coarſeſt bit will dawn z 

Bur the luxurious Glutten fays, I with 

A pondrous Mullet wallowing in my Gul ; 

Such fellows do only deſerve to ear 

With ravenous Harpyes. 1 conld wiſh their mear | 

Weuld 


+. ..* 
LA. 


344 SATTYRES. Book 11, 


p_ 4 
C— 


Would wich moiſt weather ſtink,and loathſom grow, 
Bur their freſh Fiſh and Venſon will do ſo ; 
And to their glutred Scomachs nauſeous be, 
By their too fulſom ſuper fluity, 
When the cramb'd Glattos over- charg'd with meat, 
Toget new ſtomach does ſharp Salads eat. 
Yet ſometimes homely Diet does appear 
Art mighty Princes Tables ; for Eggs there 
(Which are ſo common) ſometimes may be ſeen, 
And he black Olives on their Boards have been, 
Though with che Crier Gallo *ewas not thus, 
Who was for Luxury ſo infawom, 
Becauſe he Sturgeon firſt did bring to's Board, 
What cann't the Sea Mullers cnough afford ? 
The T#rbet in the Sea did (afely reſt, 
An Storks lay unmolcſted in their neſt, 
Till your luxurious May'r (that would have been) 
Tngenionfly brought their deſtruction 1n 3 
And now if any other perſon ſhou'd 
Cry up the roaſted Cormorant, rare food ! 
Our Roman youth, who've only vitinu wit, 
Would praiſe and imitate both him and it. 
Yet (as Offelles held) there's difterence great 
Betwixt the ſerdid and the frugal mear, 
And menin vaindo /4.rxry elchew, 
Tf they do Sordidneſs the while purſue, 
So Avidiens, whom we do juſtly brand 
Wich name of Dog, would eac wild Cornels, and 
Kept cill *rwas fowre all the Wine he drunk, 
And all his Oyl intollerably ſtank, 
Which from his naity horn, he, drop by drep, 
DiſilPd upon the Colwere Saller rop 
Wich his own hand, bur he would never ſpare 
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Though on his Birth-day, or his Wedding-day, 
Or other feaſt, clad in his beſt array. 

Whac Diet then ſhould a wiſe man be ac ? 
And which of theſe cwo ſhould he imitate ? 
Keep the nud-road and both exrreams beware, 
Here lurks a Dog, and a fierce Wolf lies there. 
So cleanly he ſhould be as not r offend 
By's naſtsneſs che ſtomach of his friend 5 
Not be excream on either hand in's'treat, 

Nor by too much, nor by too little meat ; 

Nor like A.batixs of old, who when 

He cntercain'd his friend would beat his men - 

Nor negligent as Neviws, who at Feaſts 

With greaſie water would preſent his gueſts. 

This is a great vice alſo. Now, pray mind, 

What good in frugal Diet you may find, 
Firſt you'l be very hea!thy ; for you know 
uch harm to us from various meats do flow : 

Think on thar only Diſh which was your fare, 

How blith and healthy after ir you were ! 

But when men fell to mingling roaſt and boild, 

And f and fowl togecher, health was (poild ! 

The {weet meats turn'd to Choler, and tough phlegm, 

Bred a diſturbance in the aws of them 2 

Obſerve how pale and /ick a man does riſc 

From board, confounded with varieties; 

* Nay when the body's ever-charg d, the mind 

* Is alſo in the diſcompoſure join'd, 

* And en the ground inhumandly does roal, 

* That part of Heavenly breath, the precious ſoul ! 

While he char does a {lender Diet keep, 

Can cn the (udden lay his limbs to {leep, 
And in the morning riſe ſo freſh to do 
Whatever &#Ffne ſc he'sinclin'd unto, 
R 3 _ And 
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And yet this temperate perlon ſometimes may 
Increaſc his Talle on ſome Holy-day, 
O: wen he means his body co careſs, 
Which 15 brought low by his alffemiauſneſss 
&« For ycars will ſtcal on men, old «ge mult be, 
© Becauſe *tis feeble, handled tenderly, 

Bur if decyepit age on ſome men ſeile, 
Or it they fall into ſome ſharp diſeaſe, 
Whar tender uſage tan be added more, 
Then they being young aud lufty had before? 

Our eAnceſtors ſtale Yenſon us'd to praile, 
Nor thac they could not ſmell it in thoſe days, 
Bur 'rwas with this intent, thatif aGueſt 
Came ſome days after th* ending of the Feafty 
*T were better he ſhould on cold Fenſen fall, 
Than forthe after to devour it all, 

I would to God T had been brought forth theny 
In that firff age among thoſe worthy men. 
Df youvalue reputation, which to th ear 

Is gratefuller than Yerſe or Maſich are ? 

Great 7 »rbets, 2nd ſuch coſtly Diſhes do 
Bezer you Gamage and diſcredit too z 
Belides your Parents and your Friends you mult 
Enrage, and prove to your own ſelves unjuſt ; 
And then in vai you will defire to die, 
Nor be1uy worth a Groat a Rope to buy. 

You'l fay, ſuch a poor ſncak as Thrafias, 
Fultly deſerves co be rewarded thus : 
Bur you 've a great Fſtace, wealth without end, 
As much as wall ſaftice chree Kings to ſpend. 

Wha: then ? Czn there no better way be found 
Toſpend that Wealch, with which you ſo abound ? 
* Why thould {; many brave men want? and why 
** Should the Gods ancicnt Texsples ruin'd lic 


« Whilc 


Book IT. 


« While you are rich? Vile wreech ! Why wile not chom 
Our of thy needleſs ſtore ſomething allow 
For thy dear Conntreys good ? canſt chou ſuppole 
Thy fate alone will ſtil! be proſperozs ; 
Oh, how thine enemies will laugh ac chee, 
When thou *rc redac'd to want and beggary ! 
Which of the cwocan certaineft rely 
On hisown cemper 1n adverſity ? = 
That man whoſc vamp*r'd body and his mind, 
Have ever becn co l«ax1ry inclin'd, 
Or that's content with liccle; and doth fear 
What may tall out, and wiſely does prepare 
In time of peace things requiſite for war, 
Now that you may belicve this to be true, 
When T was yonng I chis Offets knew, 
A man of great Eſtace, yer (penc no more 
Then afterwards, when robb'd of all his ſtore. 
A man might lee him with his cattel, and 
His children willing his allotted land, 
And patiently bearing tnart he is 
Farmer of chat Eſtate which once was his. 
I never durſt cat any thing (he'ld ſay) 
But Caul and Bacon on a working-day ; 
Bur if an ancienc friend with me had been, 
Whom a long time before I had not ſcen, 
Or a good neighbour came to vilit me, 
When rainy weather me from work ſet free, 
I made him welcome, not with coſtly Fiſh, 
A Pullet, or a Lamb (erv'd for his difh ; 
Dri'd Grapes and Nets his ſecond Courſe were male, 
And double Figs were on the: Table laid ; 
Then atter Dinncr 'twas our recreation 
To paſs the Grace-cap round on Reputation. 
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A health to Ceres that our Corn might grow, 
And ſmooch'd with Wine the wrinckles of our brow, 
Let Fortune rage, and raiſe commotions new, 
Can the make me live meaner (Boys) or you? 
For Nature ne're appointed him or me, 
Or any «lſe, proprietors to be 
Of our own lands, though now the time 1s his 
To turn me our, yet his anthriftineſs 
Or ignorance of tricks in law, or elſe 
Who e're ſurvives him, him ar laſt expels. 
This Farm which now by Hmbrenas name 15 known 
Was mine, bur none can lay, it 5s hi own ; 
& T's thine, and mine, and his, live bravely then, 
« And in all troables q#is your ſelyes like men. 


— —— OC. 
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That every man ts in ſomething or other mad. 


DAMASIPPUS and HORACE. 


Dam, 

#* Hou wrirt'{t ſo ſeldom, that there does appear, 
E Scarcea nem Porm from thee twice a yeaty 
Zur vainly ſpendÞ'ſt chy time in looking o're 
Choſe chings which thou haſt writcen heretofore : 
I'm vexc at cheey chac thou do'(t chusrefign 
Thy fſclr up to the {way of flzep and wine 3 
The 44zſes negligently laid afhde, 
And weof what we ſo defixe deni'd. 

Hor. What would you have me do ? þ 

Dam. Here thou haſt been | 


Retir'd ever ſince Chriſtmas did begin, 


- 


Now 
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Now thou'rt at leiſure, ler's have ſomerhing from thee 
That may appeaſe our longing, and become thee ; 
Come, ſtrike up man, —one V erle,— 

Hor. No, *will not do. 

Dam. Thou blam'ſt thy harmleſs penznay the wa# too 
Endures thy cauſeleſs rage for native guilt, 
'Cauſc*rwas in ſpight of Gods or Muſes built, 

Thou did'ſt prerend, tha if thou once could'ſt be 
Our of thisT own from noiſe and buſineſs tree, 
And to ſome little Countrey Fill revue, 

In a mean C:ttage by a lictle fire, 

How many admirable lines ſhould we, 

As the eftects of thy, retirement lee ? 

Elſe to what end dſt chou incumber thus 
Thy ſelf with Ezpole, « Archilochas, 

HMenander, Plato, and ſuch Books as thoſe, 

Tf thou'lt nor write at all? doſt chou ſuppoſe 
That by declining vertze thou ſhalr be 

Proteed trom the jaws of Calumny ? 

Thou wilt be laught at for an Aſs3 come, loath 
Thoſe lewd inchantments of that Syren ſloath 5; 
Elſe all chat honour which abouc thee ſhin'd, 
Got by thy exc'llcnt parts muſt be reſfign'd. 

Hor. *Poxon your too true counſel. Now (I pray) 
The Gods to ſend a man to thave away 
That formal beard of thine z bur prithee how 
Cam'ſt thou me and my humour thus to know ? 

Dam. Since my E/tate's conſum'd If go uo more 
To the Exchange, as I did heretofore, 

But having now no buſineſs of my own, 
To other men I am a Broker grown 5 

In former time, I gave my mind to know 
Whether a ftatne were well made or no ; 


What 
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What was well carv'd or painted, and what ll, 

And how to ſell or buy them I had skill. 

If arare piftare any where I found, 

I would not care to give a thouſand pound, 

Gardens and ſtately howſes T could buy 

And ſell cogrear advantage, ſo that I 

When I was ſeen thorough the City ride, 

Here comes the Purchaſer, the people cri'd, 
Hor. 1] know it, and I cann*t but wonder how 

Thou com'ſt chus cur'd of that difemper now. 
Dam. Tle tell you what ſeems ſtrange, & yet 'tis true, 

My old diſeaſe was driv'n out by my new. 

As in ſome bedies there 1s wont to be 

The Head-ach cured by a Plariſie, 

Or one that has a Lethargy endur'd 

Grows frantick , and beats him by whom he's cur'd. 
Hor. Be thou as frantick as thou wile, ſo as 

Thou wilt not ſerve me as the Doftor was. (mad, 
Dam. Good friend, don'tchear thy ſelf, ev'n thou arr 

And all the world are very near as bad, 

If what Stertinizs the Stoick faith 

*Mong prudent men, does merit any Faith, 

That grave Philoſopher at firſt taught me 

Theſe admirable precepts, and *twas he 

My Spirits in my great -ffii#ion chear'd, 

And wild me wear this Philoſophick beard ; 

And trom Fabritiss Bridge return agen 

Wirth ſpirit #ndiſtarb'd and calm, for when 

All my Eſtate was gon, I thither went 

My Cap pluckc o're my eyes, with an intent 

To dro:zn my (ct, I fortunately (pi'd 

Thar lcaracd Strick Rtanding by my fide. 

Wha: do'ſt rhou mcan (qd. hc) young man ? take heed 

Thac chon do not an unte:oming deed, 


f 
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Thou'rt driven to this by ſhame that's very bad, 
Fearing *mong mad men to be counted mad : 
Conſider firſt what madneſs is, and then 
Tf 'c bein thee, and in no other men, 
Go bravcly hang or drown thy {elf fos me; 
T le never ſpeak a word to hinder thee. 
He who to witioxe folly is inchn'd, 
And 1s by ignorance of cruth l:d blind, 
Is by the Stoick counted our of 's wits, 
This definition al] degrees befics : 
All perions, nay great Princes, every one 
It comprehends, bat the wiſe man alone z 4 
Nay give me leave, and Ile demonſtrate how - 
He who calls thee foo!'s 25 much fool as thou. 
Like Trav'lers paſſing chrough a Wood, when they 
Range up and down miſſing their ready way, 
This to che right, thar ro the lefc hand ſtrays, 
One error fools them both, though ſeveral ways. 
And tho thou think'ſt cthou're mad, yer even he 
Is not a ot leſs 2d that laughs at thee, 
Both co Foo!-c14:5 have like propriety. 
There is one for of fools chat ſtart and quake 
At the Chimera: which their fancies make, 
Cries out »:c&s, fire, and water him detain, 
When he is only walking on the plais : 
Another which is fall as mad as he, 
Though in his 4:27 he goes contrary, 
Runs through all fire and water, ventures life, 
Though Father, Mother, Brocher, Siſter, Wife, 
Or (which is more) his Mfrs ſhould ſtand by, 
And warn him of the danger he is nigh, 
Crying aloud, T ake heed ; he*1d care no more 
Then Fuſs the Actor heretofore 
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When he the part of Hecnba did play, 
And ſhould preſent her ſleeping, down he lay, 
Drunk and afleep ; Caties the Player who 
The part of Polidore did alſo do, 
Though he cri*d, Afother *tus I call you, wake, 
A thouſand Catieni could not make 
Her ſtir : I chink that all the Vulgar be 
In ſeveral humours as ſtark »2ad as he. 

To buy old Statues you ſuppoſe I'm mad, 
But was not he that truſted me as bad ? 

Hor. May*ſt chou now berrow money of me, and ne're 
Pay me a farthing on't agen, if &re 
I fay thou're #2ad. Can it with madneſs ſtand 
When thou arr ſtill on che receiving hand ? 
Burt is not that Shop-keeper madder far 
Who ſlights a ready- money Cnſtomer, 
And deals with thee on Credit ? for ſuppoſe 
A Debtor ſhould acknowledg that he owes 
A Thouſand pounds to's Creditor, and ſhow?d 
Give ic him under's hand, thisis not good ; 
Nay, it he ſeal a Bill or Bond for't, or 
What e're binds Debtoy to his Creditor, 
Recognizances, Statues, — 
Judgments, and E xecations, all theſe 
A cunning Knave that knows the wa of Law 
Will no more value, then he does a ſtraw : 
When you arref# him he will laugh at all 
Thoſe troubles which on other men befal, 
And thorough all the Cobweb-laws eſcapes, 
Varying his tricks as Protecs did his ſhapes. 
Tf by the condutt of affairs we can 
Judge of a mad or of a prudent man, 
Thy Creditor's a Coxcomb, who takes pain 
To write in's Books what's ne're 6r9ft ont again, 

Come, 
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Come, ſays Stertinims, hearken ; nay, come near, 
And mind what I ſhall tell yon, wholoere 
Is by a vain and lewd ambition {wai'd, 
And he whom ſordid avarice has made 
Look like a Skeleton, all thoſe chat Þe 
Given up to a deſtruRive [xxury, 
To doaring ſuperſtition are inclin'd, 
Or any ſuch diſfempey of che mind, 
Are all ſtark »wad. The Miſer ſtands much more 
Then other men in need of Hellebore : 
I doubt, all thac Anticya produces, 
Was meant by Nature only for their nſes. 
Staberins by his Will his Heirs 1njoyn'd 
T* cngrave on's Tomb whas Wealth he left behind. 
And if they would nor do it, he defign'd 
They ſhould a hundred pairof Fencers find 
Totreat the rout, and ſhould provide a feaſt 
As ſumptuous as if Arizs were their Gueſt, 
And as much corn as e'rein Africk grew, 
This is my will (ſfayshe) whatis'rto you, 
Whether'c be well or ill 2 you will not be 
My Unckles, and leave your eſtatesto me. 
Hor. Ithink Staberins was a prudent man. 
Dam. What do you think of his great pradenge than, 
When he injoin'd his Heirs they ſhould engraye 
Upon his Tomb what monies he did leave 
Behind him ? and in all his wholelife cime 
Thought Poverty to be the greare(k Crime, 
And abhorr'd nothing more, and if he ſhon'd 
Havedr'd leſsrich, he choughtchim(elt leſs goed, 
&« For every thing divine and humane too, 
&© Pirtue, wit, comelineſs and honour do 
* Sabmir their necks to riches ſplendid {yay, 
* Whig »/o/cever heaps together, may 


ws 
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Be noble, valiant, juſt, and wiſe; nay, King, 
Or (if *were potfible) a higher ching : 
He hop'd by*s Wealth ro ger immortal fame, 
As ifhe had by virtze rais'd the ſame, 
How contrary was Ariſtippus mind 
To this ? That great Philoſopher enjoyn'd 
His men co throw his Gold o'ch' Lybian ſhore, 
Becauſe the weight on't made them travel ſlower ; 
Which was the rzaddey of theſe two think you 2 
Hor. Ichink there's no comparing of thoſe two, 
For chat Example nc're prevails with me, 
Which ſgews the 874th but by its contrarys 
Dam. Should a man load himſelf with Luter,and yer 
To play or ſing, have neither will, nor wit : 
Should one that knows norhow to make a Shove, 
With eAvzls and Laſts cramb'd ina Budeer go : 
Should one to buying ſhips and anchors ta'l, 
Who has no $skill in ferchandize atall, 
A mad man and a B:zzard he would bc: 
Call'dby all People, and delervegly. 
Wha: difference 1s chere *cwixt cheſe and thoſe, 
Who ſtudy gold and filver ro encloſe, 
And know nor how to uſe the Wealth rhey gain, 
Bur trom itas from ſacred things refrain? 
It one by a huge hcap of corn thould Rand 
Watching all day wich a long c/#51n's hand, 
Ye: every grain thercof mull ler alone, 
Thougi n&re fo hungry, a: che corn his owny 
Bur rather teeds on bitter barks ot trees, 
And for his drink takes Vinegar and Lees, 
Though millions of Pipes in's Cellar lie 
Of as good wine as c*re blc{t caſte or cye, 
And hes in ftraw in hisokd age, while all 
H'srich atcire ro woths and werms do tall 
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To feed on, or to rotin's Cheſt. *Tis true 
Such men ſcem mad but to a very few, 
Becauſe moſt people are as mad as theſe, 
And much afflifted with the ſame diſcaſc. 
Do'ſt thou hoard up altchy Eftare for one 
Who was thy Slave, or is perhaps thy Son, 


Whom thouz accurs'd old wretch, thine heir wile make 


That he in 4rink may ſpend it for thy ſake? 
And all leſt thou ſhould'ſt wanc : How much a day 
Could'ſt chou from thy vaſt Treaſure parc away, 
Thar thou mighr'Ct feed on 900d and wholſlom wat, 
Ant wear appare! uſcta!, clean and neat? 

If thou can'{t live in any manner, why 
Do'ſt chou for ſwear thy iclt, 2nd cheat and he, 
Plunder and fiich trom other: 2 arc thou in 
Thy perfect Scufes ? if chou ſhould'(t begin 
To ſtone the very fl;ves which thou didft bay, 
That chou art mad, tne Boys and Girls would cry, 
It by thy perjary thy guilileſs wife 
Is by the Jzdg condeman'd to loſe her life, 
That thou might {t get new Portion with another ; 
Or if by poiſon thou deſtroy thy Mocher, 
Meerly © obtain her jointure, how cart chow 
Be perfe&t in thy anderſtanding now ? 

This is not done at Argos, where ſuch things 
Are done, an licenc*d by inhuman? King: : 
Nor as Oreftes once his Mother flew, 
Which by her crizzes the had provok'd him tos 
Doſt thou ſuppoſe che frenz#e of h's brain 
Seiz'd not till afrer hc'd his Mother {lain ? 
Or was he not out of his wits before 
He bath'd his ſword 11 her maternal gore 
Beſides ſince that he was accounted mad, 
He did go a& reproveab/e and bad ; 
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He ne're arrempred Pilades to kill, 

Nor yet Elefira; only he ſaid il! 

To both, and curſt them both, calling her Witch, 

And rail'd at him with all bad Language, which 

From his enraged heart and congue could flow, 

Utr'ring what gall and choler ſtir'd him to. 
Opimins, that Miſer, was as mad, 

For he did need that money which he had 

Laid up in fore, and us'd todrink the baſe 

V, ejentan Wine on ſolemn Holy-days, 

In coarſe Campanian Earchen pots, and on 

Week days Crunk Wine whole taſte and ſpirit's go. 

This fellow fell into a Lethargy, 

And hisrejoicing Heir ran pretently, 

And ranſackt all his packets for his Keys. 

An honeſt nimble Do&y this Diſeaſe 

Cur*d in this manner; firſt he gives command 

Into his room to bring a Table, and 

LIpon it all his woney our to pour, 

And bring in dives men to tell ir o*re, 

So rais'd him preſently out of his f6r, 

And gave him this whollom advice with it ; 

If thix keep not thy wealth thy ſelf, thine Heirs 

Will greedily ſeize on't, as if *twere theirs. 

Whac, while I am alive ( ſays he) yes (ſays 

The Dior) therefore hive a care always, 


T hat thou may'ſt live, mcke that thy buſineſs t00, 


What (fays the Miſer) would you have me do? 
Your veins (the Door ſays) will fail, you'l die 
Unleſs with met and cordiais ycu (upply 
Your fainting ſft:mach : Nay, there's no delay, 
Come, take this Cordial. Sir, what muſtI pay 
For'c ? (quoth Opimius) © (che Dottor cries) 
This Phytek's of a very little price, 
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How much is chat ( Opimiza ſays. JFbur pence 
(The Doctor ſaid.) A las what difference 
(Says chisdamn'd Mifer) is'c whether Idie 
Of this diſeaſe, or by their thievery ? 
Hor, Who then arc in their ſenſes? 
Dam. Thoſe thac be 
Not fools, 
Hoy. But what do you ſuppoſeis he 
That's covetous ? 
Dam. A foes! and mad man too, 
Her. Muſt he be wiſe that covers not ? 
Dam. No, no. 
Hor. Why (prithee Stoick?) 
Dam, I will cell thee why : 
Suppoſe a Patient in his fick bed lie; 
This man has not che Plague (the Door cries.) 
Ts he well therefore ? may he ſafcly riſe? 
No ( ſays the DoRor ) for the man may be 
Afﬀiced with ſome other mslady. 
This man perhaps 1s nor a perjur*4 Knave, 
Nor yer a ſordid avariticx Slave, 
Thank his good Stars for that; yer if he be 
O're impudent, or elle ambitious, he 
Is mad and muſt pack to Antycirs, 
For what's the odds, whecher you throw away 
All your eſtate 1nto the Sea, or nor | 
Dare to make uſe of that witich yon have gat ? 
Opidins a wealthy perſon, who 
Had good old Rents, and at Cann//um two 
Very good, Farms, which he 'cwixt both his Sons 
Art's death divided (as che (tory runs) 
Calling them co his Bed, he told chem thus 
Since V've obſery'd thee (my Tiberizs ) 
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Tell o're thy Nuts, and in ſome private place 
To hide thy Play-games with a careful face, 
While thou (my Azul) carcleſly would'ſt play 
With thine, and loſe chem, or give chem away ; 
] amafraid leſt madneſs ſhould poſleſs 

The minds of both, though in a different dreſs, 
And make one turn a Prodigal, and tother 

Be covetows, contrary to his Brother 3 

And therefore he did beg of Heaven, thac 
One Son might ne're diminiſh his Eſtate, 

Nor Cother his increaſe,. bur be content 

With chat which he had thought ſufficient, 
And Natwre had confin'd them to; and leſt 
The itch of glory ſhould their minds infeſt, 
He by an oath injoin'd them, that if e're 
Either of them were Alderman or Maior, 

He ſhould b'ancapable to make a Will 

But live like one run mad, or ont- law'd (till. 

Thou mad man! wilt chou ſpend whate'rethou haſt 
In gifts and preſents, only thac thou maiſt 
Walk on th* Exchange in ſtate? orelſe maiſt be 
Set upin Braſs to keep thy memory ? 

When chy Hereditary Lands ' aſt ſold, 

And ſpent thy Fathers Silver and his Gold : 
Muſt you forſooth have ſuch applauſes made 
As great Aprippa, Ceſars Kinſman had ? 

Or ſhall che Coward Fox, though crafty, dare 
With the wr agnanimens Lion to compare ? 

A Countrey fellow that by chance did meer 
With Agamemmon, ask'd him in the ſtreer, 
Why ( Agamernon) why didſt thou forbid 
Thar Ajax body ſhould be buried ? 

I ama King (ſaid Agamerenon.) Nay 


Then (quoth the Clown) I have no more to ſay. 4 
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But my commands were juſt, (che King replies) 

Andif to any they ſeem otherwile, 

Ile give him tree leave ro diſcourſe thethines, 

The Countrey Clown repli'd, Greateſt of Kings, 

Heaven grant you may triumphant bring away 

Yor congurring Navy from the conquer 4 Troy, 

Propoſe the Qyeſtion (cries the King) and I 

Will give an anſwer to't : Speak. Pray Siry why 

(Reply'd che Clown) ſhould that Heroick wight 

Ajax, who was ſo eminent for might, 

And had ſo ofc preſerv*d the Grecians, not 

Second to any but Achilles, rot 

Above ground uninterr'd, that Priam may, 

And all his baffled Trojans laugh, and ſay 

He by whoſe hand ſo many Trojans were 

Deni'd cheir Graves, now wants a Sepslchre. 

Why not? (ſays Agamemnen) being mad, 

Did kill a hundred theep, and faid he had 

Kill'd thar renowned man Zlyſſes, and 

Thar I and enelaxs fell by's hand. 

But when at As/zs you did baſely ſlay 

Your beautcous Daughter, and on ch' Alcar lay 

Her body like a {alf for Sacrifice, 

Vile man (ſaid che Plebeian) were you wiſe ? 

Why nor? (lays Agamemnon.) Quaoch the Clown, 

Pray whac has Ajax in his madneis done ? 

He wich his Sword kill d Carcel, but his hand 

From nfurchering's wife and children ſtill abſtain'd ; 

Trae, he curs'd you and CMenelaxs too : 

Bur co his friend #hſſes he did do 

No wrong : Nor yec to Texcer ({aysthe King) 

Thac I my Navy trom che Shore might bring, 

The Gods with blood I wiſely pacifi'd. 

Mad King ! it was your own (the Clown reply'd.) 
| S 2 Yes 
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Yes (quoth the King) with my own blood, *cis true, 
In which I did no a& of madneſs thew ; 
& Who falſe things (ſays the Clown) wich true, and bad 
& With good, together huddles, is ſtark wad 3 
And whether it be our of folly done, 
Or rage, and madneſs, ſtill che thing is one : 
Ajax 1n killing harmleſs ſheep as mad, 
And you in aGting your great crime was bad 
Killing your guilileſs Davghter co appeaſe, 
Thole vain imaginary Deiries ; 
Upon deliberation too ; is your heart well 
And pure, when as it did with paſſion (well ? 
It any in a Coach about ſhould bear 
A fine white Lamb, and garments for't prepare 
As for a Lady, furniſh it with »woncy 
And Servants, call it his de..r, d#ck , and honey, 
Provide a Husband for'e 5 the £Megiftrazte 
Muſt ſe1ze upon chis Lunaticks Eſtaic, 
And then the Geardianſhip of him commit 
To the next Kinof his who has more wit. 
Bur what it one his Daughcer ſacrifice 
In ſtead of a mure Lamb, is chac man wiſe? 
No man will ſay'r ; and therefore whereſoe're 
Is vicious folly, madneſs roo is cherez =» 
And he's a mad man who js given to vice, 
That tool whom brittle Honor docs incice, 
Is fo tranſported with the various ſound 
Ot Dram and Trumpets, that his Brains turn round. » 
Now as to lax#ry, reaſon doth thew, 
Thar foolith Prodigals are mad men too : 
There's Nomentanus, who as ſoon as ere 
He had recciv'd athouſand pounds, which were 
Lett him by's Facher, he proclaimed ſtraight 
The Fuwler and che Fiſherman ſhould waic 
Lipon 
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Upon his Worſhip, and all Tradeſmen come 
And bring their wares next morn to him at home ! 
Bands, Pimps, Buffoons, and all chat impiouscruc 
Of ſherking Trade ſmen, which young Squires nndo. 
Whar followed chen? They inſtantly appear 
With their Commodities from far and ncar. 
The Bard being at Rhetorick the beſt, 
Makes a ſet Speech atth' inſtance of the reſt ; 
May it pleaſe ycur Worſhip, (quoth (he) whatſoe're 
I or my Brethren have at home, or here, 
Is at your ſervice, ſend for't when you pleaſe. 
Now mark the (illy anſwer which to theſe 
This youngker gives; Poor Huntſman thou doſt go 
In heavy Beets, and watch all night in th' Snow, 
And for my Supper lring*ff a Boar to me : 
Thou Fiſherman in the tempeſtuans Sta 
Takf# me a Diſh of exc'llent Fiſh, while I 
Glatted with wealth and ſloth ſupinely lie, 
Unworthy ſuch a Fortune to poſſeſs ; 
Toar merits muſt make my great fortune leſs ; 
Tou Hantſman, there's a hundred pounds for you 7 
Here Fiſherman, take you a bundred too; 
Pimp, for thy Wroes [ake, take a tripple ſum, 
For if 1 ſend at mid- night (he will coxs'. 
e/£ſop the Players Son, thar Procligal 
In his luxurious prank, out-ranted all ; 
He pluck'd a Pearl our of his Dxies car, 
Which when he had diflolv*d in Vinegar, 
He quafts it ata draught, as who ſhould ſay, 
(Damn me) 1 drink a thouſand pounds a day. 
Had he been madder if he*d thrown away 
That Pearl into che Bog-houſle or the Sea ? 
Thoſe Sons of Arrizs, who were arrant Twins 


In /ax#ry, toys, lower, and ſuch vain fins; 
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No food upon thoſe Gallants Tables came, 

But Nightingals which could fing Walfngham. 
How ſhall I rank them, *mong the wile, or no ? 
Muſt they to th* Senate, or to Bedlam go ? 

If one who wears a beard ſhould make Dirt pics, 
Or pleaſe himſelf with Chariots drawn with Mice, 
Or ride a Hobby-horſe, or at Puſh-pin play, 

Who would not ſwear his wits were fled away ? 

It Reaſon does convince us that to fall 
In Love, isthe moſt childiſh ching of all; 

And theve's no difference if chou play'ſt with dirt, 
And ſuch vain toys (as when a child chou wert) 
And now thou'rt grown a man thou do'lt adore, 
And whine and vex for ſome fair cratcy hore, 

Pray, tell me, can you do like Polemen ? | 
Who being drunk, run with a Garland on 
[nto che School of grave Xenecrates, 

With Ribons, Cuſhions, Handkercheif's ; all theſe 
He privately took off and threw away 

When he heard whar that temperate man did (ay ; 
And grew a graye man from a Cock-brain'd tool, 
So that he did ſucceed him 1n that School. 

It you ſhould offer to a froppiſh Boy 
An Apple, he'ld refuſe'r 5 and if you lay, 

Take ic (my pretty Child) he will deny ; 
Bar if you do not giveithim, he'l cry. 

A puling Lover's ſuch another Als, 

Who being thut our by his cunning Laſs, 
Hankers abonc the door : What ſhall I doy 
( ſhinkshe) (hall I return to her or no ? 
And chough he aninvited would have gon, 
Yer when by her he is bu call'd upon; 
Sliall I go now (fays he) or rather find 
Scme way to eaſe therroubles of my mind ? 
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Shut out ! and ſtraight call'd in! and ſhall I go? 
If ſhe ſhould beg her heart our, I'ld ſay, No 

Parmeno was much wiſer, though a Slave, 
Maſter (ſays he) thoſe things which neither have 
Reaſon nor meaſure, are not fit to be 
Dealt with by Rule and rationality. 

Inthat vain toy call'd Love, theſe miſchief* are, 
War, Peace, ill- grounded peace, and groundleſs war 3 
If any man ſhould ſtrive to fix and ſtay 

T hoſe things which by their Nature will away ; 

T his nay and that by every wind are blown, 

And on blind Fortunes waves toft up and down, 

He does as ill, and is as much a foo!, 

es if be wonld be mas by art and rule. 

When thou do'ſt laugh becauſe a kerne! hits 
Thy Chambers roof, art thou in thy right wits? 
And when thou do'ſtthy Miſtreſs entercain 
With (hildrens prattle which cannor ſpeak plain, 
How canſt chou poſſibly be thought more wiſe 
Than little Children are, which make Dire pies ? 
Now to all Lovers follics add the guilt 
Of all che blood which has by them been ſpilc, 
Boch of themſclves and others, wich the Swcrd 
Let their devouring fooliſh Fire be ſtir'd. 

Was it not ſtourly done of Marius ? who 
Firſt hisown Miſtreſs, then his own ſelf flew : 
Was henot frantick ? or wilt thou acquir 
Him of that crime, of being our of 's wir, 

Bur of great wickedneſ7 wilt him accuſe, 
To give nick-names to things as people ule ? 

There wasan old man in the morn would go 
Faſting about the ſtreers, with hands waſht too z 
And to the Gods he'ld vehemently pray, 


That he might ne're by Death bera'ne away, : 
g 4 "Tis 


PR, > "4 


264 SATTRE S. Book 11. 


"I ts 4 ſmall thing to you, ye Gods (quoth he) 
Togive to one man Immortality. 
It any Aſfaftey were about to (ell 
S:ich men for Slaves, and ſhould che Bayer tell 
That they were perſons perfe& and complear, 
Linleſs h' except their winds, he is a Cheat. 
This fort of people does ChrySppme place 
Among the fos/s innumerable race. 
A ſuperſtiticu Mother, whoſe young Son 
Sick of a Quartan lay, as he had done 
Five months ar leaſt, ro J#piter did pray ; 
** Oh Jove, who pains do'ſt ſend and rake away, 
* It chis poor Child of mine may be (quoth ſhe 
* Oncefrom this ſhivering Quzrtan Ague tree, 
© On the next day thou do'ſt a faſt command, 
* I'th* morn in'Thber he thall naked ſtand. 
- Now when the Door, or good luck (that's more) 
Did co his former health chis Boy reſtore, 
His doating Mother, by her Zeal beguil*d, 
Into the River put her Fev'rith Child ; 
Whole coldnels did the Fever bring again, 
© ſhe her Son, which ſhe would ſave, hath ſlain : 
Bur how came the ſo much our of her Wits? 
Hur. Perhaps ſhe's crou' led wich Religions Fits. 
Dam. Stertinim, that Eighth wiſc man, told me 
This asa friend, char I might armed be, 
When any man hereafter call'd me mad, 
] in revenge might ſay, he # a5 bad ; 
And ceach him to look back, that he might find | 
That unknown part o'h'* bag which hangs behind. 
Hvr. After thoſe loſſes which thou didſt ſuſtain, | 
May'ft thou fſcll every thing for ſo much gain z | 
Pur prithee tell me, Stoick , ro what kind 
Of madn;(s do*ſt thou think I am 1nclin'd, 
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(For there are ſeveral ſorcs) but I ſuppoſe, 
That I am free from ev'ry one of thoſe. 

Dam. When up and downthe ſtreets Agave bore 
Her poor Childs Head which ſhe cur off before, 

Did the conceive that ſhe was mad, (think you? ) 

Hor. Well, 1'm a fool, 1 muſt confels, *cis true ; 
Nay, I'm mad too; but (prichee) Jet me know 
What kind of madneſs I'm addiRted too, 

Dam. Te tell thee ; F:rſt,cthou haſt a building brain, 
Next,though thou're bur an 4rchin, thou would'(t fain 
Appear a proper Fellow : Thou laugh'ſt ac 
That little Fencer 7 #rbo's {trucring gate 
When he's in Arms, with whar a Spiric he goes, 
And art not thou as much ridiculow ? 

Do'ſt chou conceive 'tis fir for thee to do 
Whar c're Meacenas power prompts him to ? 
Wilt thou who art ſo much below him, darc 
With ſuch an eminent perſon to compare ? 

A careleſs Calf by chance did tread upon 
A neſt of young Frogs, when the old was gon 
One that cſ{cap'd did ro his Dam declare, 

That by a huge great beaſt her young ones were 
All trod upon and kill'd. How big was he 2 

Was he as big as 1 am now ? (quorh the ; 

Then (well'd her elf. Bigger by half (repli'd 
Frog juvier, ) What thus much bigger (cri d 
The Bcldame Frog) and (hill the did ſwell on, 
Untilaclaſt, Oh, Aother ! (lays the Son) 
Forbear your ſwelling, for you cannot be 

(Though you ſhould burſt your ſelf ) asbig as be: 
This Picture very much reſembles you, 

Add Poetry co all thy madneſs now, 

Which mixt with other Yices is the ſame, 

As if thou ſhould'{t pour Oi] unto the flame : 
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Yet if a Peet had been ever known 
To be a ſober fellow, thou art one ; 
I'le not ſpeak of thy horrid cholerickneſs — 
Hor, Hold (prithee Stoick ) hold. —— 
Dam, Nor of thy dreſs; 
That's ſo phantaftical, and ſo aboye 
Thy Purſe and Quality ; nor of thy love 
T'a thouſand wenches and a thouſand boys; 
Hor. Good Damaſippas follow thine own toys, 
And now for ſhame my peccadilloes ſpare, 
Which no proportion with thy Vices =, 


SATYRE IV. By T.F, Eſq; 
A Charatter of a Belly-god. 
CATIUS and HORACE, 


Hor. 
ww Hence Brother Catius, and whith:y bound (6 faft ? 
Cat, Oh,Sir, you maſt excuſe me,I'm in haſte, 

1 dine with my Lord Maior, and cann't allow 
T ime for our eating DireQory now, 
Though I muſt needs confeſs I think my Rules 
Would prove Pythagoras and Plato fools. 

Hor, Grave Sir, 1 muſt acknowledg *tis a crime 
To interrupt at ſuch a nich of time ; 
Tet ſtay a little Sir, it 1s no ſn; 
Yowre to ſay Grace e re Dinner canbegin ; 
Since you at food ſuch Virtuoſo are, 
Some Precepts to an hungry Poet =. 

Cat. I grant you Sir, next pleaſure ta'ne in cating 


Is that (aswe do call ic) of repeatine: 
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I ſtill have Kitchin-Syſkems in my mind, 
And from my Stomach's tumes a brain well lin'd. 
Hor. Whence, pray Sir, learnt you theſe ingenions arts, 
From one at home, or hir'd from foreign parts ? 
Cat. No names Sir, (I beſeech you) that's foul play, 
We ne're name Axthors, only whar they ſay. (on, 
1, © For Eggs chnſc long,theround arc out of faſhi- 
& Unſavory and diſtaſteful co the Nation, 
« E'refince the brooding Ramp they*re addle too, 
& In the long Egg lies Cock- a- dvodle- do. 
2. © Chſe Coleworts planted on a foil chac's dry, 
&« Even they*re worſe for th? wetting (verily ! ) 
3, ©* If Friend from far ſhall come to vie, then 
&« Say thou would'ſt treat the wight with morcal Hen, 
«& Don'c thou forchwith pluck oft che cack/ing head, 
« And impale Corps on Spit affoon as dead ; 
© For ſo {ke will be tough beyond all meaſure, 
© And Friend ſhall make a crouble of a plcaſure ; 
© Steep't in good wine let her her life ſurrender, 
*« Ochen ſhe'l ear moſt admirably cender, 
4. * Muſhromes that grow in Meadows are the beſt, 
& For oughc I know there's poyſon 1n the reſt, | 
5. © He that would many happy Summers ec, 
« Let him eat Malberries freſh oft the Tree, 
* Gather'd before the Sun's too high, tor theſe 
<« Shall hurt his Sromach leſs chan Cheſhire Cheeſe, 
6. © Aufidizs (had you done ſo *c had undone ye) 


«Sweetned luis Mornings-draughts of Sack with Honey, 
& Bur he didill co empry veins togive 


« Corroding Potion for a Lenitive. 
7. © If any man todrink do thee inveigle in, 

&« Furſt wher thy white with ſome good Aſetheglin. 
8. © If thou art bound, and in continual doubt 

« Thou ſhalr get no more 1n till ſome ger our, 
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* The Msſcle or the Cockle will unlock 
«© Thy bodies trunk, and give a vent to nock 
& Someſay that Sorrel ſteept in Wine will do, 
& Bur to be ſure pur in ſome Aloes roo. 
9. * All Shell-fh (with the growing Aoon increaſe) 
& Are ever when (he fills her Orb the b:ſt; 
« But for brave Oyſters, Sir, exceeding rare, 
&« They are not to be mer with every where 
« Your Wall fleet Oyſter no man will prefer 
& Before the juicy Graſs-green Colcheſter ; 
« Hangerford Crawfiſh match me it you can, 
&© There's no ſuch Crawlerrin the Ocean, 
16, © Next for your Suppers,you (it may be) think 
* Theregoes no mere to'r, but juſt eat and drink; 
© But let me cell you Sir, and tell you plain, 
* To dreſs 'um well requires a man of Brain 
* His palat muſt be quick, and ſmart, and ſtrong 
© For Sauce, a very Critick, in the tongue, 
r 1, « He that pays dear for Fiſh, nay though the beſt, 
«© May pleaſc his Fiſhmonger more than his Gzeſt, 
© If he be ignoranc what Sauce 1s proper 
*f There's Machiavel in th” menage of a Supper. 
12. © For Swines- fleſh, give me that of the wild Bore, 
& Parſu'd and hunted all the Foreſt o're, 
* Heto the liberal Oke ne're quits his love, 
* And when he finds no Acorns, grunts at Fove ; 
*< The Hamſhire Hog with Peaſe and Whey chat's fed 
« S:i'd up, is neither good alive nor dead. 
13. * Therendrels of che Vine are Sallads good, 
& If when they arc in ſeaſon underſtood, 
14. * If Servant to thy Board a Rabbet bring, 
« Be wiſe, and inthe firſt place carvea wing. 
I 5, ** When Fiſh and Fowlare right, and at juſt age, 
e« A fﬀecders enrjoſity © aſlwage, | 
«] 


' © There is your French Patrage, Nativity Breth, 


Book II. PF $2 4+ * 269 


—_— _— — ——— A ———_— 


© Tf any ask, Who found che Myſtery ? 
&« Let him enquire no farther, I amhe. 
16. © Some fanfie Bread out of the Oven hor, 
«© Variety's the G/##tons happieftlor. 
17. © Ir's not enough the Fine you haye be pure, 
© Bur of your Ol as well you ought be ſure. 
18. *If any faulc bein thy generous Wine, 
«Set it abroad all night, and 'ewill refine, 
© But never ſtrein*c, nor ler ir paſs through linen, 
& Fine will be worſe for that as well as Women. 
19. © The Fintner that of Malaga and Sherry 
« With damn'd ingredients patches up Canary, 
« With Segregative things, as Pigeons Eggs 
« Straight purifies, and takes away the dregs. (caſe. 
20. *© An o're-charg'd ſtomach roaſted Shriwzps will 
« Thecure Ly Lettwce is worſe than the diſcaſc. 
21, * Toqguicken apperice it will behove ye 
& To feed couragiouſly on good Anchevie. 
23, © Weſtphalia Ham,and the Bolognia Sawſage 3 
« For ſecond or third courſe will clear a paſſage, 
« Bur Lettuce after meals! Fie on'c! che Glutton 
* Had better feed upon Rams alley- utton, (rage, 
23. ***Twere worth ones while in Palace or in Cot- 
&« Right well to know the ſundry ſorts of pottage ; 


« Yet that of Fetter-lane exceeds them both ; 

* Aboura limb of a departed Twp 

« There may you ſce the green Herbs boiling up, 

* And fat abundance o*re the furnace float, | 

© Reſcmbling #hale-Oil in a Greenland Boat. | 
24. * The Kentiſh Pippin's beſt, I dare be bold, | 

&© That cver Blac-cap Coſtardmoneer (old. | 
25, * Of Grapes, I like the Raiſins of the Swun;z 

© T was che firſt immortal Glory won, 
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** By mincing Pick/e- Herrings with chele Raiſons 

« And Apples: *Twas I fer the world a gazing, 

« When once they taſted of this Hogan Fith, 

* Pepper and'Salr En-melling the Dith, (cer, 
26, **T1s 11 ro purchaſe great Fiſh with great mar. 

* And then to ſerve it up in ſcanty Platter ; 

© Nor 1$1t leſs unſeemly ſome believe, 

** From Boy with greafie Filt Drink to receive 3 

* But the Cup foul wichin isenough co make 

* A ſqueamiſh creature puke, and turn up fow:ch, 
27,+ Then Brooms and Napkins,and the Flander tyle, 

© Theſe muſt be had too, or the Feaſt you ſpoil, 

© Things liccle chought on, and-nort very dear, 

* And yet how mnch they coſt one in a year / 
28. © Would'ſt chou rub Alabrftcr with hands (able, 

<« Or ſpread a Diaper cloth on dirty T able ? 

& More c:ft, more worſhip : Come, be eA-la-mode, 

«© Embcllith Treat, as thou would'{t doan Ode. 
Hor. O learned, Sir, how greedily 1 hear 

Thu elegant Diatriba of good cheer ! 

Now by all that's good, by all provant you love, 

By ſturdy Chine of Beet, and mighty Jove, 

A do conjure thy gravity, let me ſee 

The man that made thee thu diſcovery ; 

For he that ſees th* Original's more happy 

Than him that draws by an ill-favenr'd Covy ; 

O bring me tothe man I ſo admire ! 

The Flint from whence brake forth theſe ſparks of fire, 
What ſatrsf aftion wew!d the V 1hon bring ? 
If [meet the ſtream, much ſweeter ts tle ſpring 
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A WAY fo £r ow Rich. 
ULYSSES and TIRESIAS. 


#1, all chat thou haſt told me heretofore, 
Prithee, Tire/iae, add this one thing more ; 

By what deſigns and means may I now be 

As wealthy as I have been formerly ? 

Why do'ſt thou laugh ? 

Tir. Is not enough, that chow 
(Thou crafty Fellow) arc reſtored now 
To Ithaca, and do'ſt thy Gods behold 
Which thy progenitors ador'd of old ? 

41, Oh, thou #nerring Prophet do but (ce 
How naked I'm return'd, how beggerly, 

( As thou fore-told'ſt) my Cloſets rifled all, 
And that Eſtare which I my own could call, 
Is all confum'd by thoſe Galants that lay 
Courting my Wife, while I have been away ; 
* en honeft man, and of a Noble houſe, 

* If poor, ts no more valu'd than a Louſe. 

Tir. Well then, fince poverty affrights thee ſo, 
In bricf T'le tell cheehow thou rich ſhalt grow : 
It any Friend ſend rhee a brace of Pheſants, 

Or any other raricies for preſents, 

To thy next wealthy neighbour, if he*s old, 
Send chem away, ſo they're not given, bat ſold : 
And if thy Garden or thy Field bring forth 
Melons, or any other Fruits of worth, 

Send to ſome wealthy man a caſte e'rechou 
Do'ſt any of ir co chy Lar allow 3 
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« Fir in thi age our wuck-admiring Elves 
« Adoye rich men more than the Gods themſelves. 
Though verjur'd Rogues, ignobly born and bred, 
Murcher'd their Brothers, and cheir Countrey fled, 
Yet wait upon them when they docommand, 
And ler them always have che #-per-hand. 
Ul. What? Shall I give che wall co ſuch a baſe 
Inferior Raſcal as old Demon was? 
At Troy I ever ſcorn'd it, there did I 
Contend with Great ones. 
Tir, Thou'lt a Bcegar die. 
Ul. This heart will ftoutly bear ſuch chingsas cheſe, 
I have endur'd far greater in my days: 
Bur prichee, learned Door, tellme how 
I may get heaps of Gold and Silver now. 
Tir. I've told thee, and 1'le tell 1t chee again, 
Thou art a fellow of a ſubtle Brain ; 
Enquire what old Rich men ate like to dic, 
Obſerve their humoars, keep them company, 
Ply chem with Preſents (t1]l, char thou maſt be 
Nam'd intheir wills an heir, or legatee ; 
And if perhaps one or two ſ«btle men 
Nible the bai, and ſtraight whip oft again, 
And ſcapechy hook, and thou art cheated fo, 
Do nor deſpair, nor yet thy art forgo. 
Next, if there be a Law-ſit great or ſmall, 
Thar fide that's rich, and has no child ar all 
Be for, thongh #aretain'd, and ler chy Tongue: 
Bear down his Adverſary, right or wrong z 
Be the man ne*re ſo honeſt, and the [wit 
Newer Jo juſt, or of ſo good repute, 
If he has Children, or a Wife that may 
Produce him Children, throw hi Canſe away, 


Bat 
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Bur ſay to thy rich childleſs Chent ; Sir, 
May't pleaſe yeur werſhip, or your honour ! (tor 
«7itles of Honour , and {uch terms as theſe, 

« Do Morrals cender Ears moſt ſtrangely pleaſe. ) 

"Tis not your money, but your virtues have 
Made me your friend, your ſervant, nay your ſlave ; 
Ihuow the Riddles of the Law, and can 
Manage your Suits: and {le give any man 
Leave to pluck, ont mine Eyes, if ever he 
Cancheat or fool you, leave your Canſe to me ; 

T le take ſuch care that you han t leſe a Groat, 
Nor yet be langht at ; bid him take no thought, 


' But away home to't Conntrey-houſ*, and there 


His mind and body both repoſe and cheer ! 

Or elſe do thou thy ſelf curn Advocate, 

And for thy Client neverceaſero prate : 

Endure che ſcorching hear; the piercing cold; 

And then thou ſhalc the gazivg Clown behold 

Jogging wich's Elbow thole char next him ſtand, 

Lok, look (ſays he) how he endures it, and 

How eagerly he pleads there for his friends, 

Sure he has all the Law at's Fingers ends: 

The Fith will come in (holes then co be caught; 

And thou may'ſt fill thy Net at every draught; 
Or if a rich man have an only Son 

Lies dangerouſly fick and drawing on, 

Be n't too «fficioxs to the old man, leſt he 

Thy purpole chrough thy diligence thould ſee; 

Buc gently /crae thy felt inco him, and 

Ger thy ſ{clt writ down, Heir at ſecond hand, 

Thar it co's Child any diſ#after come, 

Thou nexc in order may'{t {upply his room 

'Tis ten co one but this deſign will cake, 

And fo hisgreat Eſtate chine own thou'lt make. ne 
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It one deſire thee co peruſe his Fik, 

Seem ro deny'c, thruſt ir away, bur ſtill 

So as to glance thine Eye on it, and ſee 

What Legacles, and who's the Legatee; 

Let thy quick eye run all the Paper o're, 

Whether chou*rr Heir alone, or join'd with more. 

Octcimes an o're-grown crafty Scrivener, which 
By being in Offices grows wiſe and rich, 

Cheats the next Kindred of th* expeQed pelf, 
Leaves the right Heir out, and puts in himſelf, 
Makes him both needy and ridiculous too, 

(As e#ſops Fox did ſerve tthegaping Crow.) 

/, Art thou inſpir'd? or do'ſt thou go about 
On purpoſe with theſe ridling words, to flouc 
And co delude me? 

Tir. No, Laertes Son ! 

Whate're I ſay, will, or will not be done; 
Forgreat eFpollo hath be{tow'd on me 
This admirable knack of Prophe/ie. 

Ul. Tf itbe lawful then, prichee unfold 
The meaning of this Fable which ch'* haſt cold. (he 

Tir. The time ſhall come when our young Emperer, 
Who does derive his Royal Pedigree 
From the Divine e/Fneas, at whoſe beck 
The ſturdy Parthians (hall ſubmic their Neck, 

And he ſhall grow ſo grear by Sea and Land, 
All Princes elſe thall ſtoop ar his command : 
Some crafty Courtier, as Coran was, 

Shall have a mind © a hanſom ſtrapping Laſs, 
And wed that Dog Na/ica's Daughter, who 
Will nota Groart on him with her beſtow, 
Nor yet will pur her off ar any rate, 

Unleſs to one that hasa vaſt Eſtate : 
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But here's the cheat, he bids ch old man read o're 
His Will, which ſabrcly was contriv'd before. 
The griping, ſlave thinking he has hzsend, 
Degies to view the Will, and does pr acid 

He aim*d nor at the Wealth, but to haye one 

Of Honour and of Merit to ib $on. 

Wha: need I ſtand gazing on's Will (thinkshe) 
My Daughter muſt have all wharte're it be ; 

Buc being muc\ intreated, does peruſe 
TheaW1ll ar laſt, and after divers views, 

Finds nothing 1s bequeath*d co him or his, 

Bur even to hang himſelf, or mourn fer this. 

One thing more 1 would havethee mind; where cre; 
Thou of an old rich do ating man do {t heas, 

Who's govern'd by his Serving-z4an, or by 
His cratty Wench ; join in ſociery 
With thoſe, and praiſe them to their Maſter, {6 
To him behind thy back they 1 praiſe thee roo : 
This trick will help thee much , butnothing can 
Avail ſo much as w rorking on tht old man. 

If he writes Verſes ne're fo like an Aſs, 
Extol them to the skies; and if he has 4 
A mind tr a Vench, {end chy Penelope ; 

Do'c of thine own accord ; be ſure that he 
Don't ask thee for her ; freely ner preſent, 
And with the may to's  Worthip elve conen:; 

Ul. D' you think my Wife, who is ſo vercnore 
And modct, who to (touily did eppoſe 
So many ſaiters, and continued chaſte, 

Will be ſedni'd ro anothcrs ln/7 aclaſt ? 

Tyr. They'd little Soals,and knew norhor# to trear, 
Nor co preſent a Lady ctwnat's fo grear 2 
Theirs was but Kitchin love, chey did deſire 
To fill cheir Bellier, ne: $2 lake rheir fire 
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So thy Penelope continued chaſte ; 
If ſhe of oneold man but ence ſhould taſte; 
She'ld ſhare the gains with thee, and ceaſe no more 
Then degs from ſheep, when they've kill'd ſheep betore. 
Nay wonder not at this that T have told, 
I found ir all too true when I grew old. 

A damn'd old Hag who did at Thebes die, 
Order'd this Faneral ſolcmnity 
By her laſt Will ; her body ſhe would have 
Anointed o're with O1l, and to her Grave 
She order'd hin who was to be ber Heir, 
On's naked Shoulders her oil'd Corps to bear, 
And if by th* ſlipprineſs he let her fall, 
What ere ſhe left, he was to forfeit all : 

He while ſhe liv'd, did (I believe) pretend 
Great love to her, the'ld have it wichout end. 
Walk warily, and {ce chou be not found 
Wanting in duty, nor too much abound 3 [ 


To ſickly men, and ſuch mu are moroſe, 


— 


bd FF <4 £4 WW WiC *% 74 I. I | Mi 


> I” =. 


A 

eA prating fellow ss moſt tedions. P 
Yet ſullen ſilence affe&t not at all, F 
But Davw-like be ſomething Comical, ] 


Thy Head on one fide lean'd, as it he were 
A man cf whom thou ſtood'ſt in mighty fear 2 
Be very dutiful, and if the Air 
Blow ne're ſo little, bid him have a care 
Of his moſt precious tender head, and when 
He*s in a Crond, ger him ſtraight out agen, 
And with both fhouldersthruſt afide all choſe 
Who do his cake coming out oppoſe. 

And when he tallsto calking bow thine ear, 
It his own praiſes he delights co hear, 
Ply lim with high Encomiunss, and fill 
Him Bladder-like with ſwelling words, until 
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kelifrs both hands up to the very skies ; 
An honeſt ſervant ! *tis enough, he cries. 
And when at length thou by his death ſhalt be 
From this great care and tedious ſervice free, 
And being broad awak'd ſhalt hear it read, 
Ulyſles quarter-heir to him that”s dead, 
Then with aloud voice cry ; And # he gon, 
what ? Have I loſt my dear Companion ? 
Where now ſhall T another Patron find, 
Who's of ſo juſt and of ſo ſtour a mind ? 
Nay weep a little, if thou canſt; *cis good 
Thy inward joy ſhould not be underſtood. 
And if ch' interment ſhould beleft to thee, 
Be ſure thou do't with pomp and decency ; 
The Nejghbuzrs all abour will celebrare 
A faneral that's mang'd in great State. 
If one of th* oldeſt Cobeirs chance to be 
Infirm in's body, or cough dangerouſly, 
Apply thy ſelf co him, tell him he ſhall 
Buy what to thy ſhare by the will does fall ; 
Whether 'r be houſe or ground, tell him thy mind 
Is more co money than to land inclin'd. 
Bur Proſerpine recallsme to my Cell, 
I muſt obey and go Live long, farewel. 
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He ſaith ke lives content with what he hath, and wiſtes no 
more. Then compares the Cimmodities of the eaſe he 
injoys in the Countrey, with the diſcommoditics of buſi- 
nefſes and troubles which accompany the City life. 


His was my wiſh, A moderate ſcope of Land, 

| eA Garden with a plenteous Spring at hand : 
And to crown theſe a plump of trees : Heaven gave 
Bectcr than this ; *'Tis well, no more I crave 
Good Mercury, make but theſe things endure ; 
If neicher by il] ways I did procare, 
Nor by ill ways ſhall waſte them 2 it I ſcape 
Longings: O that you Nook, which doth miſhape 
Ay Field, were added ! O that 1 might find 
A pit of Gold as (Hercules to friend) 
Te did, who hir'd to delve anothers ground, 
Bought the ſame Land he digg'd with what he fuund : 
Tt what I have pleaſe me : 1t thou incline, 
When pray, ke my Flock , and all that's mine 
Fat, but my wit 5 and as tÞ aft eur done, 
Stand my great Guardian, Therefore (when being flown 
Our of Roxas Cage into the Woods, Ipur 
Diſcozrſes inrough Verſe, and horſe my Foot) 
Nor Fevyers kill me, nor Ambicions 1tch, 
Nor ſickly Aucumns making Sextons rich. 
FatnuteRr MATUTE: or Janus (if that ſtyle 
Aﬀett thee mire) from whom their births, and toil, 
According to the Julian Jear men date, 
wh thee I 1uſpicate my work. When ſtraight 
Thou thy ſelf harrieſt me away to Rowe 
Fo be a Surety : Quich, 'eff ſome 016 come 
: | 
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Before, that*s more officiows 3 Rain, or Blow, 
And though the Colds (hrink day to nothing, go 
I muſt : and after, wreſtle through a Croud, 
And crack my Lungs, tundo my {elf aloud : 
Injure who e'reis ſlower, Name of Mars / 
What mean you ? whoſe Solicitor > (Thus curſe 
Thoſe men, upon whole Corns I tread) O ! you 
Haſting to ſerve Mzcenas, care not who 
Youruno're, Tle ne're lie; this grieves me not : 
'Tis Muſick. Bur anon, when [I have poc 
Eſquilies miſty Top, thouſand aFairs 
Ot other men flie buzzing in mine cars, 
And ſting me back and fides; _— requeſts 
To murrow, t00, you'd he'p him it Requeſts. 
The Secrecaries pray you'd yot forget 
A buſine[s that concerns the Publich , Great, 
And new, to day: ſtay Quintus, get th's Bill 
Sign'd by Mzcenas: It Ican 1 will. 
Nay, thou can ſt do't; and prefles me. Tis now 
A ſeven years paſt, Mecenas doth allow 
Me of his Family, only i adviſc 
Whom he ſhould rake inco his Coach in journeys, 
To whom commit his Meddals : What's a Clock ? 
Which Fencer will bear (think'ſt cou) or which Cock ? 
'Tisa hard Freft : Will'c bear another Coat ? 
Witch ſuch like trifles as are ſafely pur 
In leaking ears. This Prentiſhip have L 
Serv'd under Ervy s laſh, more and more daily. 
Oar Friend Bowl'd with Mzcenas th*other day, 
I, and they ſate together at the Play : (ſtreer, 
(Some men have Fortune ! ) Blows there through the 
A bleak news from the Change ? ſtraight all I meet ; 
Good man : ( for thou bejnear the Gids muſt know) 
Do'ſt hear onght of the Dacians? In (ſooth, No. 
| T 4 Thos'ls 
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Thow'lt nt're leave jearing. Hang me, if I do, 

T he Lands then which the Emperor promis'd to 

The SonldiersinS1 C111 a, ſhall they be 

Allgtted to them, or in Icaly? 

Swearing, I nothing know : Well, Go thy ways 

For a deep pit of ſccreſie ! and gaze, 

Mean while my Taper waſts : ſcarce timetopray : 

O Fields, when ſhall I ſee you  O, when may 

I, roul'd in Books, or lull'd in {lcep and eaſe, 

Opium life's cares with ſweet forgertulneſs ? 

When (hall I taſte the Pythagorean Bean 

With ſav'ry broth, and Bacon without Ian ? 

O nights, and {uppggsof che Gods, which I 

And mine, conſume in my own Family ; 

Where my Clowns, born within doors, tear the feaſt 

T caſted tothem 3 where che lawleſs gueſt 

Dries the unequal Cups, as his Complexion 

Asks ſoaking thowres, or moderate refe&10n. 

Then talk we nor of buying Lands, nor ſchool 

Oiher mens lives; nor whether Ceſars Fool 

Dance well, or not : Bur things of more concern, 

Are our diſcourſe, and which men ought to learn: 

Whether to happineſs do more conduce 

Vertue or wealth? if we our Friends ſhould chufe 

For ends, or honeſty. What's underſtood 

Truly by Goods? and which is the chief good ? 

My Neighbour Cerviw, interweaves his old 

Fables, as thus ; Azrelius wealth extoll'd, 

(Forgetting with what cares it torcures him) 

Fle tell you a Tale (quoth hez) Once on a time, 

T he Countrey Monſe receiv'd in her poor houſe, 

Her antient and good friend the City Mouſe ; 

A mighty Huſwife, and exceeding nigh, 

Tet free in way of Hoſpitality. | ; 
| | [n 
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In ſhort, the Chick-peaſe ſhe had laid for hoard, 
And unthraſht Oats (he ſets upon the Board, 

Brings ſcraps of Bacon in her month, and dry 

Barley ; deſiring with wariety 

(Had it been poſſible) to have o recame 

T he ſtately niceneſs of the City-dame. 

When the good wife her ſelf on her Straw-bed, 

( Leaving the beſt) on ( haff and Acorns fed. 

At length, her gueſt : Friend, how canſt chou indure 
To live 1n this Rock-fide, moapt and obſcure? 
Wild Woods preferr*ſt Thon to a Town, and Men ? 
Come go with me. Since all ſhall die, and when 
We go, our Mortal ſouls reſolve to duſt, 

Live happy whilſt chou may'[t, as one chat muſt 
Be nothing a while hence, Drawn by thu ſpell, 

T he (ountrey AAonſe chips lightly from her Cell, 
eAnd both their way unto the City keep, 

Longing by night over the walls to creep : 

And now 'twas mid-night, and her foot each ſets 

In a rich houſe : where glittering Coverlets 

Of Tyrian Die, on Ivory-beds were paſt, 

eAnd many Off als of a great feaſt paſt, 

Lay in the Pantry heapt. Her Rural mate 

Pray'd torepoſe under a Cloth of State ;; 

The City Mouſe, like an officious Hoaſt, 

Beſtirs hy ſe'f tofetch bak d, boi'd, and roaſt, 

And plays the Carver, taſting all [he brings, 

She ;hinks the world well chang*dzand Heavens goed things 
Stretching, injoys ; when ſtraight flies ope the room, 
Ang toſſes both out of the wrought Couch plom, 
Running like things diftrafted, but much more 

When with Molothan Dogs the high roofs r9:7 , 

Then ſaid the Countrey Mouſe, No more ct vis, 
Give me my Wood, my Cave, and Rios wih peace, 
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The ſame by another Hand. 


His, this the ſum of all my wiſhes was, 
In a (mall farm my life obſcure to paſs, 
Where I a Garden and a Spring might ſec, 
A little Grove, or at the leaſt a Tree : 
Bur here the bowunteax Gods have given me more, 
| Than all my largef# hopes conceiv'd before x 
*Tis well, I'm chankfal, and no more I wiſh, 
But only that they ſhould continue this. 
If by no wretched gain I ever yer 
Made my ſelf gilty, that I might be great ; 
If by no vitiows courſe, or ſquandring way, 
I ſhall my life to powergy betray ; 
If Iſcnd up to Heaven no prayer like theſe, 
« O that kind Heaven would pive me topoſſeſs 
* T hat narrow ſpot of ground which neay me lies, 
« Ando re my Garden walks too high doth riſe ! 
* Oh, that ſome luckie hit of Fortune wow'd 
&« Bring to my hands ſuch agexpeRted goed, 
© 45 once (he did to a hir'd Plongh- man, who 
« While he with uſnal hopes the Field did plowgh, 
&« He found of bidden treaſure ſo great ſtore, 
& He bonght the Field wherein be toil'd before. 
No, it my mind be equal in defires, 
And to no more than what T have aſpires, 
Then let juſt Heaven keep my Eſtatefrom harm, 
Keep my Lambs (ate, that they may keep me warms : 
Let me enjoy what's needful, and what's fir, 
Have all things fat about me bur my wit / 
May the Gods be propirious ſtill co me, 
And be my guardians as they uſe to be, 


And 
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And now in this ſo cloſe and flent lite, 
Srole from the arts of Comrt and Cities (trite, 
What ſhould I write but Humrous Satyres here ? 
Satyres the Woods inhabitants always were. 
Here no «mbiticus Raptures heat my head, 

Here no infettion chrough the air 15 ſpread ; 
Here I in midſt of tempeſts am ſecure, 

Nor fear the fall of Chimneys every hour ; 
Here all che ſtormy winds that chance to riſe, 
Gnly bring ſounder ſleeps unto my eyes : 

Or it ſomerimes cheir fury they do ſpend 

On ſ{ome'tall Oak, and ic aſunder rend, 
Their very miſchief's ulctul here, and by 
Their rage my wood-mans labour they ſupply. 

But hold, while I-my felt chus flatter here, 

Reck'ning before each pleaſure of rhe year, 

I had forgor that I ſaubpena'd was, 

And upto London {uddenly muſt paſs; 

Away I muſt, and ride through thick and thin, 
There to arrive before the Term begin ; 

To Horſe I muſt what ever wind dorh blow, 
Whether the days do long or ſhorter grow z 

For all my -ywgging, yer away I mult ; 
Thither I come, and through che crozd I rhraſt ; 
Mecthinks the freams I doalready feel ; 

As I paſschrough, ſometimes I kick ones heel, 
Somerimes anothers Corns I tread upon, 

While they do curſe and cry, whither d' you run ? 
What ails you ? why ſofaſt? do not you ſee 
That we by theſe before us hindred be ? 

Tomy Mecenas Houſe I ſtill preſs chrough, 
Remembring co what cexpany there I go, 

Thar, char indeed 1s ſweet to me; tor there 
Is pleaſant company and healthy air 


To 
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To me, who from the Sea-coals and the noiſc 
Elcap'd, a while a mouthful there injoys ; 
But when TIrired and puthng thicher come, 
A hundred ſtrangers buſineſs do hum 
About my ears, a hundred rifles fall 
Upon my head, back, thoulders, covering all. 
Ot my whole life the greateſt part I've ſpent, 
Not with my ſelf, or co my own content, 
Burt in that porzp, which I of all chings hate, 
Th' acquaintance of chief Afiniſters of State, 
Though all th' iw2ploywent T had with them was 
Only to help ſome idle hours to paſs: 
Sir, my Lord ſuch a one deſires that you 
Would be at Weſtminſter at two : 
T here did a Merchant, Sir, for you inquire, 
Yonr aid in ſome rich projet to deſire - 
I pray Sir get his Graces hand to thu, 
He knows me, and it reaſonable us, 
And if Ifay Fledo my beſt in it, 
Oh Sir (ſays he) if you but think it fit 
To ſpeak a word, th' event I need not fear, 
And then ſome Bribe they whiſper in my ear ; 
All's but for them to exerciſe their pride, 
And all that wait for b#/7aeſs to deride, 
While we within 1n private thut che while, 
With ſuch vain tattle do the time beguile : 
What ts the clock ? *tzs very cold to day, 
How do you like theſe Verſes, or that Play ? 
| Such werethe grave affairs of State, that we 
' Tranſatted in onr envi'd ſecrefee ; 
| Yetby this means, *cwas nois'd about the Town 
| ThatI a mighty favourite was grown : 
| D' ye hear the news ? ((ays one) our friend did ride 
| Laſt night with my Lord Chancellor fide by ſide ; 
| He 
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He is a riſing man, and happy me, 

IT him to day at leaſt rwo hours did (ce 

In private with his Fighneſs, and his Grace 

Gave him a Friendly {mile as he did paſs. 
When once the World hath caxen this reporr, 

Then all che Mfonnſiexrs brisk about the Comrt, 

Where e're I meet them kindly me faluce, 

T' are well met Sir, you know without diſpute 

How matters go (lay they) for now you are 

eAcquainted with all States-mens ſecrets here. 

And how ? and how ? and whend' ye expeit the Fleet ? 

When will the King ſet forth the Oneen to mect ? + 

1 know net. Come, you're ſuch another man ! 

Ler all the Gods cheir judgments on merain, 

If I know any thing. e414 what d' ye hear, 

When did the Portuguez reign Tangier ? 

1s all in Ireland quiet ſtill or nv ? 

Yhen will my Lord Lieutenant thithey go ? 

Whith way are things accommodated there, 

For the old Iriſh, &r the Purchaſer ? 

Still I perfift chac 1 do nothing know, 

At my reſerv'dnels they much wonder ſhow ; 

That I'm a cloſe and truſty man they ſwear, 

Fitco be made a Privy-counſellor. 

Thus I my time to ſuch vain fopperies give, 

And only in my withes cruly live : 

* Oh, whenſhall I the Conntrey ſee again, 

© when in 4 mealow, 8r a (hady plain, 

& Shall I once more ſecurely read and ſlrep, 

© Andno account of the days motion keep ? 

« But by a plesſant thoughtful 1dlene!s 

* Of humane life make the long journey leſs 

« Oh Beans and Bacon! O dgliciows meat ! 

&« Such as the firſt and innocent men did eat, 
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« Of frnuits, for which Pythagoras was wiſe, 

« hen he all «ther dainties did deſpiſe ; 

« Oh nights and {uppers fit for Gods to eat, 

* For even the Gods have ſometimes lov'd retreats 
There o're my merry Servants T am Xing, 

Yet fear no Poiſon in what e're they bring. 

There free from all the gentle radeneſs, which 

The Laws of Drinking in the City teach, 

One takes a Brimmer up, another cries, 

Hold, hold, pray not too much, chat will ſuffice, 

All drink = e rg they pleaſe, and none by (tealth 

Need put this Glaſs by, or eſcape thac health, 

There no diſcourſe of other men comes in, 

Nor who this Race, who did that Cock- match win, 

Nor who commands the faſvion of the Town, 

Who the beſt 4&or is, Lac, or Mobune ? 

Wetalk of thiugs that nearer us concern, 

And which *cis more material to learn, 

Whar kind of lite a pradent man ſhould chuſe, 

Or to be rich, or to be vertrgrs ; 

Whar into ſtrongelt friendſhip men doth bind, 

Prefit and intereſt, or the Goods o'ch' mind : 

What of crue happineſs the nature is, 

What areirs meaſures, properties, degrees. 

C.—— the while (tor he toe did the ſame) 

Forſook the world with me, and thuher came. 

C—- {1 mingles things that are more gay, ' 

Rough Morals with old Stories doth allay : 

Yer nor thar all our talk ſhould ſtories be, 

But only when chey genuine come and free : 

Then it lome new arriv'd þa/f-wittcd Gueſt, 

(Half-witred ſure he needs muſt be ar beſt, ) 

Admaires the City and the glories there, 


How ſplendidly theſe Lerds or choſe appear, 
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Agaiuſt him which ſuch railery diſputes, 
And with a Houſes Argument confures, 
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By Mr. A. Cowley. 


T the large Foot of a fair heflow tree, 

Cloſe by plow'd grounds, ſcated commoudiesfly 
His antient and hereditary houſe, 
There dwek a good ſubſtantial Countrey Mouſc, | 
Frugal and grave, and careful of the main, 
Yet one who nobly once did entertain 
A City Mouſe, well coated, fleck, and gay, 
A Mouſe of high degree, who loſt his way 
Wantonly walking forth to take che air, 
And arriv'd early, and belighted there 
For a days lodging ; the good hearty Hoff 
The antient plenty of his Hall to boaſt, 
Did all the ſtores produce that might excite 
With various taſte the {omrtiers appetite, 
Chitches and beans, peaſon, and oats and wheat, 
And alarge Cheſnat, the delicious meat 
Which Fove himſelf were he a Mouſe would eat ; 
And fora haut- gueſt there was mixtwith theſe 
The ſword of Bacon and the coat of cheeſe, 
The precious relicks which at Harveſt he 
Had gather'd from the Reapers luxury : 
Freely (faid he} fall on, and do not ſpare, 
« The bounteous Qods will for to morrow care. 
And thusat eaſe on Beds of ftraw they lay 
And to their Genius ſacrific'd the day : 
Yer che nice Guelts mind 
(Though breeding madehim civil ſeem and kind) 
Deſpis'd this Comntrey Feaſt, and (till histhought 
Upon the cakes and pies of London wrought, 
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Your bounty and civility (ſaid he) 
Which I'm ſurpris'd in theſe rude parts to ſee, 
Shews that the Gods have given you a mind 
Too noble for the fare which here you find : 
Why ſhould a Soul fo virtuous and ſo grear, 
Loſe it ſelf thus in an obſcure retreat ? 
Ler Savage Beaſts lodge in a Countrey Den, 
You ſhould lee 7 awns, and manners, and know men, 
And caſte the generous [axury of the Court, 
Where all the Mice of quality reſort, 
Where thouſand beautcous ſhees about you move, 
And by high fare are pliant made to lyve, 
. © Weall ere long mult render #p our breath, 
& No Cave or Hole can ſhelter us from Death 
& Since life zs ſo uncertain and ſo ſhort, 
&« Let's ſpend it all in feaſting and in ſport. 
Come (worthy Sir ) come with me and partake 
All che great chings that Mortals happy make. 
& Alas, what vertue has ſufficient arms 
&« 7” oppoſe bright Honour and ſoft pleaſures charms ? 
« What witdom can their Magick force repel ? 
It draws this Reverend Hermit from his Cell, 
Ic wasthe time when witty Poets cell, 
That Phoebus into Tethys boſoms fell, 
She blajht at firſt, and then put out her light, 
And drew the modeſt Curtains of the night. 
Plaialy the cruth ro tell, che Sun was ſer, 
And tothe town the wearied travellers ger 
Toa Lords houſe, as Lordly ascau be, 
Made for the uſc of pride and /#x#ry 
They come ; the gentle Corrtier ar the doot 
Stopr, and will hardly enter in betore. 
Bar this, Sir, you command, and bcing ſo, 
I'm {rn te” obedience ; and fo 1n they go 
Bchind 
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Behind a Hanging in a ſpacious room, 

Thericheſt work of Mortelacks noble Loom, 

They wait a while cheir wearicd Limbs toreſt, 

Till Glence ſhould invite them to their feaſt, 

About the hour that Cynthia'*s ſilver lighs 

Had toucht the pale meridies of night. 

Artlaſt che various Supper being done, 

It hapned that the company was gone 

Into a room remote, Servants and all, 

To pleaſe their noble fancies witha Ball. 

Our Heſ# leads forth his ffranger, and does find 

All fired to the bounties of his mind: 

Still on the Tables half fill'd Diſhes ſtood, 

And with delicious bits the floor was ſtrew'd, 

The courteous Mouſe preſents him with the beſt 

And both with fat warieties are bleſt : 

The induſtrious peafant every where does range, 

And thanks the Gods for his lifes happy change 3 

Loe in the midſt of a well fraighted Pye 

They borh ac laſt glutred and wanton lie : 

When ( ſee the ſad reverſe of proſperous fate,) 

And what fierce ſtorms on murtal glories wait, 

Wich hideous n&ſe down che rude Servants come; 

Six Dogs before run barking into th? roomy 

The wretched Glwuttons fly with wild affright, 

And hate their fwlneſs which retards their flight, 

Our crembling Peaſant withes now in vain, 

That rocks and mowntains cover'd him again : 

Oh, how che change of his povr life he curſt, 

This of all lives (ſaid he) 1s ſure cheworſt. 
Give me again ye Gods my Cave and Wood; 
Wigh peace let $ares and acorns be my food ! 
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SartyYRE VILI. By A. B. 
HOR ACE and DAFY/S. 
The miſcriet of a Debauched Life, 


Dav. | 'Veover- heard you, and a mind Thave (Slave, 
To ſpeak a word t* you, but being but{ your 
I am atraid. 
Hor. -—— Who arc thou, Davns ? 
Dav. — Yes, | 
Davir, who always to his Patron 1s, 
A Slave fo loving, and ſo trne, that he 
Deſervesat length that you ſhould make him free, 
Hur. Go on, and uſe Decemlers freedom now, 
(Becauſe our Anceſtors did that allow ) 
Speak what thon haſt a mind. 
Dav. Mcſt men delight 
In Vice continually, and with alltheir might 
Purſae cheir lewd deſigns: Many there be 
Float up and down with much inconſt agcle: 
Now they will lead a virtuous life, but then 
_ quickly rumble 1nco vice agen. 
How fickle Priſcas is ! ſometimes helbe 
With nee a Ring on's hand, fom*times with three : 
And every hourhe'l vainly change his Gown ; 
Sometimes he'l lodge1'rh* nobleſt houſe in Town, 
Straight in the meaneſt Cottage he will lie, 
And thence come forth looking ſo naſtily. 
Now heat Athens (tudics hard, "buc ſtrai ghr. 
Away he comes to Roe to fornicate, 
So various in his life, as if hc v been 
Bora in all ſhapes Vertumuns Ore was ins 
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Thar Gameſter Yolanerins, when the Goxt 
Had rack'd and thrunk up all his joints throughout, 
A Fellow by the day he hir'd and fed 
Totakethe Dice, and throw them in his ſtead. 

&« How much more cow{tanc men in Vices be, 

« So much the eaſity ts their miſery : 

«Tu better far to k:ep an equal pace, 

« Then ſometimes ſlack and ſometimes ſtretch whe Trace. 

Her. Yet all chis while chourell'ſt norco what end 
(Thou fleering Knave) theſe ſullen words do tend, 

Dav. They're meant of you. 

Hor. Why {o (you Rogue ? ) 

Dav. —— You praiſe 
Mens fateand ways who liv'd in former days, 

And yet it any God move you to nſec 

The like your ſelf, you obſtinately refuſe, 

Eicher becauſe 'you don'c conceive whar you 

Your (elf afhirm thereof is righr and crue; 

Or elſe the truth you faintly do defend, 

And arenot ſucha man as yau pretend ; ' 

And when you ſtick (o faſt, you do defire 

In vain to pluck your feet our of the mire. 

The Countrey you admire when you are at Rome, 
Bur when into the Cormn!rey you are come, 

A City like* you above all things prize, 

And Rowe yoit vainly do exrol to th' skies. 

When you are not invited forth to ſup, 

Your own ſafe Diet you do lo cry up, 
P.ecending if you &re goforth, *cisfhll | 
To pleaſe your Friend, but ſore againſt your wall : 
And you'red6pleas'd, and count your ſelt ſo bleſt, 
When you axe notinviced ont co feaft, 

Bur it gMzcenas ſend for you ro come, 

How alt che houſe rings wich your noiſe at home ! | 
CES U 2 whats 
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What,net the Barler come yet ? — Jack | -who's there ? 
Where are theſe Rogues,my Servants ? does none hear ? 
And then away you poſt © your Patrons feaſt, 
Where Milviws that Paraſite, and thereſt 
Which feed upon him, curſe and varh, and ſpeak 
Baſe words of you, when they away mult ſneak. 
One (I confeſs) did rell me to my face, 
You did your pleaſure in your Belly place; 
And call'd you ſmell-feaſt, feeble, ſlug gard,/et, 
Wha they could think, as Glntton, and T ofs- pot. 
Now fince you arcasbad as I can be, 
Nay perhaps worſe, why ſhould you rail at me, 
Asif you're better ? when you but diſguiſe 
With vertnous names the foulneſs of your vice. 
When you were with anothers wite in bed, 
And ſimply by his Slave diſcovered, 
Trapan'd and apprehended, were not you 
A verier fool than I? Nay, never go 
To fright me with your ſurly countenance ; 
Bridle you paſſion, don't your fff advance, 
While I imparcially declare uni? you 
That which Criſpinus Slave reveal'd ro me. 
You're for a married woman, while your poor 
Slave Dawes is content with a poor ——— 
Which of our crimes are greater, yours or mine ? 
When heat of blood docs me-ro th? fleth incline, 
I rake a common wench, with 'whom [I do 
Such things as humane Nature prompts me to ; 
And having done, I preſently depart, 
My name not blemith d by it, nor my heart 
Solicicous, where thoſe who nexc there lie, 
Be handſomer or richer men than I. 
Bac when you lay your Orn-ments alide, 
And Incak along for tear you ſhould be ſpi'd: 
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Arc you not what you ſcem, when you become 
Inſtead of a grave Senator a Groom ? 

And are into anothers Lodgings led, 

With an old Cap to hide your powdred head 
'Twixt luſt and fear ſuch a conteſt is in you, 
Your fleth and bones ſtill crembling do continue. 

What difference ig 1f you are bound for hire 
To be deſtroy*d, whether by Sword or Fire ? 

Or to be thruſt into a naſty Cheſt 
With head and heels contracted to your breaſt, 
Where by the Maid you have ſecured bin, 
The Baud char's privy to her Miſtreſs fin. 

Has not th' abuſed Husband then juſt power, 
Both o're his wife, and o're her Paramour ? 

More juſt o're the Adwlterer, yet the 
Nor place nor habic ſhifts, nor pablickly 
Commuts the fin ; the woman 1s in fear, 
And believes nor your promis'd love to her : 
But you're a voluntary Slave © your luſt, 
And with that raging Tyrant dointruſt 
All your eſtace ; your ſafety, liberty, 
Repmie and life, things which fo precious be. 

And when you have eſcap'd from all choſe Snares, 
A man would think you ſhould be fall of fears, 
And would by this take warning now, but you 
Seck how to fin, and to be plagu'd anew. 

Oh! you that make your ſelf ſo oft a Slave, 
What lrate Beaſts are {o mad, that when they have 
Made their eſcape by breaking off the chain, 

Will co the ſnares expoſe chemlelves again ? 

You ſay, you are no Ads/terer, nor I 
A Thief, becauſe 1 warily paſs by 
Your plate \ but were the pamiſhment away, 


You to Adultery, I rv Thctc ſhould ſtray. 
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Are you my Maſter, and {o much a Slave, 
To thoſe ill powers which Dominion have 
O're men and things? and have ſo often been 
Freed from your ſlavery, yet again get 1n? 
Add this thing to the reſt, which ſeems to me 
An Argument of great validity, 
If he that does a Slave ſerve and obey, 
Is a Slaves Ficar (as you Scholars ſay) 
Or but his Fellow-ſlave, pray tell me then 
Whar muſt I be to you? for even when 
You rule o're me you are a wretched Slave, 
To other powers, and no true morion have, 
Bur are ike wooden Puppersmov'd about, 
Nor by your Nerves within, but Wires without, 
Hor, © Who then ts free ? 
Dav. ** He that #5 wiſe, and can 
© Govern himſelf, that, that's the true Free- man 3 
* hows priſons, want, nay Death, cann't terrifie, 
* Who quells his vain deſires, and valiantly 
* (ontemns the froth of popular applanſe, 
© And ſquares bus attions all by virtues laws : 
* No ontward thing can alter him at all, 
* And Forcune*s baffled if on him ſhe fall. 
Can you pick a deſcription out of this, 
Which may expreſs your ſelf ? — Your high Miſirefs 
Demands a hundred pound a time of you, 
And if nor given her, pours and looks askew, 
And in a pet ſhe thruſts you oac of door, 
Flings water on you to affront you more 2 
Then in another mood ſhe calls you back 3 
And arc you free > Come,come,withdraw your neck 
Out of this ſhameful Yoke, and ſay I'm free, 
Which you jn this condicion ne're can be 3 
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For you've a Maſter rigid and ſevere, 

Does ore your mind and body domineerz 
And though you're tir'd, and able ſcarce toſtir, 
He cruelly rides on with ſwitch and ſpur. = 

Pray Sir, when you ſo many hours lic lazing, 
On ſome rare piece of Painting vainly gazing, 
Wherefore are you more innocent than I, 
When on a Battet I do caſt mine eye, 

With Chay-coal or Red-ober rudcly done, 
And ſee the Fencers nimbly ſtrike and ſhun 
Each others blows, in various poſtures, ſo 
As if the Fight were real, not a Show : 

I muſt be call'd a loytering Rogue, but you 
In antient Painting for a Critick go. 

If I purſue a hot well-ſented Cake, 

I amcall'd Raſcal; bur when you domake 
Your ſumptuous Banquets with all luxury, 
You muſt a noble perſon counted be : 

Pray Wherefore ſhould my petty luxurie 

Be far more prejudicial co me, | 

Then yours thar's greater is ro you? if I 
Indulge my Belly, I'm laſh*d preſently : 
And are nor you punith'd as much as that, 
Who on your Belly ſpend your whole Eſtate ? 
Feaſts to perpetual Feaſters odious are, 

And Drunkards feet refuſe their paunch to bears 

If a poor Boy (ell his ſtola Comb to buy 
A bunch of Grapes, we blame him preſently ; 
And yer that Belly-ſlave goes blamele(s, that 
To gratific his paunch ſells his Eſtate. 

Beſides all this, you arc not the ſame man 
For ewo hours ſpace cogether, neither can 
You tell which way to pals your cum? away. 
As you ought, when yon have a leiſure days 
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Bur Vagrant-like you from your {elf do flie, 
Sometimes with wine or ſleep you vainly try 
To eaſe your mind, but whereſoe're you go 
Your gulcy Conſcience dogs and pricks you too, 
Hor. Where's ere a ſtone ? 
Dav.—— Art whom Sir would you throw, 
Tf you could find a ſtone ?——— 
Hor. *S death! where's my Bow ? 
Dav. Alas! my Maſter's grown ſtark raging mad, 
Or elſe makisVerſes, which is full 4 bad! 
Hor. Get hence, or to my Farm cle, whereT haye 
Sent cight already, T'le {end thee ch* ninth Slave. 
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A. deſcription of an unhandſom Treat. 
HORACE and FUNDANUS. 


Hor. Ow lik'd ye wealthy Naſidenus feaſt ? 
H For yeſterday, intending you my gueſt, 
*T was told mee you were there, and from noon too. 

Fund, Troth we were never merrier. (Hor.) As how ? 
(end if it ben't too troubleſom) declare | 
How he receiv'd you ; what your bill of fare. 

Fund. Our firſt encounter was a Lucan Bore, 
Kill'd, che wind Somth, for ſo the Mafter ſwore ; 
About the Dith lay Lettuce, Radiſh, Beets, 

And ſuch as whet the ſqueaſie apperires, | 
As Skirworts, Pickled Herrings, and next theſe, 
A poynant ſauce made of the Coan Lees : 

This cook away, two pretty Scriplings come, 


One wip'd the Table, t'other (wept the Room ; 
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And, as you have ſeen an eMtick Virgin go 
To Ceres Sacrifice z ſtraight other two, 

A Black the one, brought cach his baket in, 
This full of Cecxb, that of Chian wine : 
When ſtraight mine Hoſ#z Mecenas ! it you like 

A fullier bodi'd, or a greener, ſpeak ; 

I have 'um both. (Hor.) Poor wealth ! — But prithee ſay, 


What were your company ? (Fund.) On the firlt bed lay 
My (elf, next me T harinms, and below 


Was Yariws ; On the (ſecond, Balatro, 

With him Vibidirs, both Macena's gueſts ; 

On che chixd, lay the Maſter of the Feaſts 

'Twixt Nomentan, and Buffoon Porting, 

Thar {woeps whole Cuſtards, ere ye ſay, what's this ; 
For his ſake, t'other came, who underſtood 

The way ot eating, and with his Finger cou*d 
Point our each ſawce, and whar was in't; while we 
Eat Fiſh and Fowl, and ſuch like trampery ; 
Though yer, the beſt in ſeaſon, as che Plaiſe, 
And Turbats Belly which he carv'd me, was. 
Next, came the bluſhing Appler, gathered 

The Moon encreafing 3 how they differed 

From others, he can tell you belt ; when thus 
To Balatro began Vibidius ; 

We've fed our ſelves top full, and now muſt die 
Quite unreveng'd, unleſs we drink him dry; 

And calls for bigger Glaflesz at which word 
Mine Hoſt lookt as he'd have funk under board ; 
So went and came his colour, dreaming leaſt 

T' have mec with ſuch ſtiff Drinker, or a jclt 

So home, bur rather chought, rave ſeen his Wine 
Deaded cheir palats, for 'twas hardly fine ; 

But to ſmall purpoſe, for the Rendlet now 

Was fer a tilt, and round the brimmers g0 ; 
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Only ſome one or two of the prize Gueſts 

Made little ſpoil : But ſee! A ſecond Feaſt , 
A Lamprey ſtretcht at length, ſwimming as 'twere 
Amidſt a thole of ſirimps ; On which, Afine Heer 
Cries note, This Fiſh was big with young when canght, 
Or otherwiſe, 't'ad not been worth a Groat ; 

Then, for the rare Potage / But taſte it pray ! 
The.Oil in it is right Campania, 
"Thas more ingredients, as Caviare, 
The beſt white Pepper, Levbian V inegar, 
Italian Wine. (Bart this, I dare be old J 

Not a drop of *c was leſs than five yearsold ; 

All this was in the boiling (that once done 

Pour that of Chios 1n, or better none :) 

I was thefirſt e're boil'd Elecampane, 

And 'Kingoes init; from Curtilla, came, 
Salt-water-craw-fiſh pickled, better far 

Than ſuch as brought us from beyond Sea are : 

While chus mine Hoff, a piece of Tapſtry's fall 

Rais'd ſuch a duſt, it ſpic'd us, Diſh and all ; 

We thought art firſt, 'c had been the houſe, but when 
We {aw there was go danger, chear'd agen ; 

But he (poor man) hung down his head, and cri'd 

As 1f his Scn had art that inſtant dy'd ; 

Nor gave he ov'r, till Nomentanms, thus, 

Fortune our Foe, thin art a ſcurvy Puſs! 

Ah what a cruel Vixen th'art ! ah how 

Dot thow delight to mock ws here below ! 

*Twascven as much as YVariz's Towel could do 

To keep his laughter in, when Balatro 

G1)'d on, And fence the conrſe of life #5 ſuch, 

we can't (quoth he) admire your pains too much ; 

Is't fit, to make me handſomly receiv d, 

Ti (old di/qziet your ſelf, and thus be eriev'd, © 
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For fear the Bread be burnt, or the Potage 

Ill ſeaſor'd, to be ſure that every Page 

Perform his office right : add to all this 

What ether accidents may fall amiſs; 

Ac this ith? Hingings was, & that a Clown 

Should ſtumblein, and run the Cap-board down ; 
Byt (Genersl-lik&) Maſters of Ferfts reveal 

7 bat temper by croſs hits, the good conceal: 

At which, mine Hof, Gods bleſſing on your heart ! 
So goed a mn, and boon Companion th art ; 

And withit clapr his Sandals on 3 when ſtraight 
There wenta whiſper round the beds. Hor. But what ? 
What laught y at next ? Fund, Yibidins cries, 1 think 
The Bottle*s lroke, that w* canget nodrink 

Ang while they laught at what was paſt, quoth he, 
Balatro ſeconding, Mine Heſt for me ! 

How lively he returns ! he locks as pert, 

As if he'd he'p oar late miſchance by art : 

Which ſaid, his Boys brought in a Charger fil'd 
With ſeveral things; a Crane cut np, and grill'd 
Wich Salc and Flower z and fed with figs (to chule) 
The well grown Liver of a Milk white Gooſe, 

The Shoulders of ſome Hares, by much che beſt 
Ofall tne body, a broil'd Black-birds breaſt - 
Ring- doves, their thighscar off 3 chings excellenc 
Had he noc run {vo Damn'd a Le&zreon':, 

Asthe cauſe why, drawn from their Nature too s 
Bar we reveng'd our ſclves, Ile tell ye how ; 

We did not caſte one bit, bur fled it more, 

Than if a Yitch had ſhook her Kercher ore. 


T he Ends «f the Second Bock, of Satyrer. 
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Eep1sTrel. By Sir R. F. 
To MECENAS. 


He ſays he diſmiſſes his trifling ſtudies , aud embraces 
thoſe that tend to vertue : yet ſo as not to ſwear to any 
Maſters words. And that theſe ſtudies are ſach, that 
there ts none but may be better*d by thems, if he but lend 
a patient ear thereunto. In the end he reprehends the 
depraved judgment of men placing vertue after wealth 
and honours, and caring more fi or the things of the Bod J, 
thaz the things of the Mind, 


eHEcenas mention'd in my Odes,to be (me 
Mention'd in all I write ; thou would'ſt have 
(Enough (cen, and applauded on the Stage) 
To che old iport ; I have not the ſame age, 


Nor 
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Nor the ſame mind, Upon Alcides poſt 

His Arms hung up, e're his won Fame be loſt ; 
The Fencer that is wiſe, recires. I -hear 

A voice ſound daily in my cleanſed car, 

Free an old Hurſe, leſt he (derided) lag, 
And broken-winded, sn the laſt att flag. 
Therefore Love-ſongs, and all thote toys adieu, 
My work is now to ſearch what's good, what's trwe : 
I lay in Precepts, which I ſtraight may draw 

Out for my uſe. If chou demand, whoſe Law, 

What Guide 1 follow : Sworn to no mans words, 

To this and chat fide I make Tacks and Bords. 
Now plung'd in billows of the aGive life, 

At vertues Anchor ride contemplarite ; 

With AR1ST1PPuS now yield to the ſtream, 
More ſtudying to get wealth, than to conteman, 

As nights arc long to them their Miſtreſs fails : 

To Huclings, days : To curb'd Wards years are Snails: 
So ſlow and ſo anpleaſant my Time flows, 

Till ſeriouſly I a8, as I propoſe ; 

That which alike boots rich and poor, if done, 

A like hurts young and old, if ler alone. 

Ic reſts, cheſe rules I to my ſelf apply. 

Thy eyes will never pierce like Lynceaa eye, 

Scorn not to noint them though if ſore they are: 
Nor, of a Wreſtlers ſtrength, if chou deſpair, 

Neeglc& to ſalve the knotted Gowr. If more 

*$ deni'd, *cis ſomething to have gone chus far. 
Revenge and Avarice boil in thy heart : 

There's wordsand ſounds wallcar off a great part 
Ofthy diſeaſe. Swell'ſt thou with love of praiſe ? 
There is a Charm too which this Devil lays ; 
Reading a good Book thrice devoutly over, 

The Egvions, Wrachful,Sluggiſh, Drunkard, Lover ; 


No 
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No Beaſt {o wild, but may be cam'd, if he 

Will unto Precepts liſten patiently. 

'Tis Vertue to flic Vice : and che firſt Stair 

Of Wiſdom, to want Folly. Wich whar Care 

Of Mind, and toil of Body, we avoid 

Mean wahkh, and honours hant (Ambition's God ') 

Th unwearied Merchant runs to fartheſt 7nd, 

Through Fire,through horrid Rocks,Riches to find; 

Whac chou thus fondly doat'ſt on, ro defpife, 

Sit, learn, and hear from thoſe thar are'more wiſe. _ 

Whoſe Sword hath won him honour in tyae Fights, 

Duſty Ohmpick Lawrels, that man lights, 

(Above thoſe coys, and in his own ſelf rowld.) * 

Gold excels Silver, Verne excels Gold. 

O Romans, Romans, tirſt ſeek'\zzone) ; ; then 

Vertue. This drops from every Scriv'ners Pen, 

This is the Do&rine old and young men preach, 

Cartying a black Box danging at ther Brecch, 

If of Sefterces fourty thouſand lack 

Six or ſeven thouſand only, though you make 

Ic up in Vartues, Courages Eloquence, 

Faith, and the like ; you're a Plebelan, Hence, 

But playingin the ſtreers, the children fing 

Another Song + He that does wells a King, 

Be this A wall of Braſs, to have within 

No black accuſer, harbour no pale fin. 

Now (ſadly) which is better, Oths's Law, 

Or ihe Boys Song, which gives a Regal 2: 

To him does well ? A Song, oft ſung of c 1a 

By manly Carii, and Camilli bold, | 3 

Counſels he better, that ſay; Mo nxnEtr Go T, 

If thou 6anſt, well « bnt if not, get it yet, 

That chou ſome piceous Play may'it neerer {ce ? 

Or he thac bids thee, Brave, erett, and free, 4 
f 
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To face proud Fortune? If Roms s people now 
Obje&, #hy plac't on our Bench wot ft not Thox 
T he ſame with ns ? abhorr ft not what we hate ? 
AﬀetP [t not what we leve ? My anſwer's, That 
The ſlic Fox once to the fick Lion made :; 
The foot-ſleps that way all make me afraid, 
And from thy Den that 1 perceive no treads, 
The People, Tis a Beaſt wich many heads. 
What, or whom (hould I follow? ſome buy places : 
Some for rich Widows trade with Beadsand Glaſſes, 
And feed old men with Gifts, like Fiſh with Bread, 
Thac chey on chem may afterwards be fed. 
Many grow fat with Uſury. Bar well, 
Ler ſew'ral men have ſev ral minds. Now «ll, 
How long will any in the ſame mind ſtay? 
Baie ? The World hath nora ſweeter Bay, 
The Rich man cries : when ſtraight the Sea and Lake 
The joy of their arriving Lord partake, 
Who, it an ominous Hare (torfooth) come thwart 
To morrow ; Smiths anto the THE ANnuM Cart 
The Ir work. Hashe at home a wite? 
Nt life (he ſays) like to the ſingle life. 
It not, None bleſt (he ſwears) bat married men. 
Wha knot can holdthis changing Proteus ? Then 
The poor man (laugh) alters his cating room, 
His Barber, Bed; and Bath : and fick of Reme 
As much as rich men'thac keep Barks, co float 
Upon the water, goesand hires a Boar, 
It chow mer one, by an ill Barbcr noche, 

Thou laugh ſt : Ione in Scarlet breeches bochet 
With Prize, thou laugh'ſe. Buc whacif my -ind fighc. 
With ic (elf? Seck..thar which it ſlighted, flight 
Thar which ir / ought 2? all Rules ot Life contound ? 
Tuarnlike the Tide, build,razc,change ſquare to _ ? 

10 


©» © 
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Thou chink'ſt me mad in faſhion, and langh'ſt not, 
Nor that I need to have a DoQtor got, 

And to. be plac't in Bedlam by the Maior : 

Though theu*rr my Patron, and conſum'd with care 
Ac the leaſt fingers aking of thy friend 

Thar honours thee, and doth on thee depend. 

In ſum, a wiſe man's only leſs than Jove, 

Rich, free, fair, noble ; laſt a King, above 

The common rate of Kings : But chiefly ſound, 

That is to ſay, Unleſs his Spleen abound. 


EeprisSTLE Il. By Sir R. F. 


To LOLLIO9. 


He ſays Homer in hi Poems teaches faller and better 
what # hon:ſt, than ſome Phuloſophers ; bringing ar- 
gurents to prove the ſame. That in the Iliad, what are 
the incentives of war to fooliſh Kings and Nations,us de- 
ſcribed : and in the Odyſſes, by Ulyfles example, whas 
vertue and wiſdom.can do, us ſhown. Then exhorts ts 
the ſtudy of wiſdons, as that which will heal the diſeaſes 
of the mind, which he reckons up. But teaches withal, 
that men muſt from their tender age accuſtom them- 
ſelves to ſuch like Precepts, 


HiP{t chou (Great Lollio) in Rome do'ſt plead, 
I, 4n Preneſte, haveall HomER read. 
Who, what's our good, whar not ; what brave,what baſe, 
Fuller than Crantor, and Chry/ippms (ays. 
Why 
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Why Lrthink chus (unleſs chou'rc buſie) hear. 

The Lines, thar tell how Greeks and Trojans were 

Involv'd in a long War for Pars love, 

Raſh Kings and Nations fooliſhly reprove, 

Antenors counſcl was, to ſend the Cauſe 

Of the War back. Pans ſays, No : What Lams 

Compel Kings to Le ſafe ? NEST@R, topicce 

The difterence, runs, berwixc the Kings of Greece 

And Tethy's ſon : One boiling with Love's flames 

Wich anger both, The PxinCas, They reco blame, 

And the poor Px 0 pL ſmart for't. Miſchief, Strife, 

Fraud, rage, andluſt in Town, and Leagner rite. 

Again what vert#e and what wiſdom can, 

He ſhews us in th' example of the * Man _ * Z/ſes. 

Ot 1thaca : who (Trey in aſhes laid) 

The Townsand Manners prudently ſurvay'd 

Ot many Lands; and chrough the Ocean vaſt, 

Recurning home with his Companions, paſt 

Many (harp Brunts, noc to be ſunk with ſtorms 

Of adverſe Chance. Thou know'ſt the Sirens charms, 

Aud Circe's Cupss which had he greedily 

And tondly taſted with his Fellows, he 

Had {crv'd a Whoriſh Dame, and liv*d a Dog 

On his own vomit, or mire-wallowing Hog. 

The Suicors of Penelope were meer 

Puppers made only to devour good Cheer : 

Raskals, who minded nothing bur their skin, 

And, that pertum'd and ſtcek, ro ſleep therein 

Till ic was Noon : chen thought ic brave, to waxe 

With the ſame Lures wich which hey reſt did cake. 

Do Thieves fic up all nigh: co kill and ſteal, 

And canno: werife tointend our Weal? 

Bur if in healch chou wilt nor ſtir avour, | 

Hercafter thou (ſhalt run (chough —_ the Gout) 0 
c 
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To a Phyſician 2: and unleſs thou knock 

For Candle, and a Boek, with the firſt Cock : 
Unleſs ſtudies, and .co honeſt things 
Thou bend thy mind ; with Love's or Envy's ſtings 
Thou'lt lie awake cormented. If a Fly © 

Ger in thy Eye, 'tis pull'd out inſtantly - 

Bat if thy Minds Ey's hurt, day after day 

That Cnre*s deferr'd. Set forth, thon'rt half thy way. 
Dare to be wiſe : Begin. Hechat ro rule 

And fquare his life, prolengy, is like the Fool 

Who ſtaid to have the River firſt paſs by, 

Which rowls and rowls to all Erernity, 

Money 1s ſought, and a rich wife for brood, 

And a ſharp Culter cames the ſavage Wood: 

Let him that has enough, deſire no more. 

Not Houſe and Land, nor Gold and Silver Ore, 

The Body's ſickneſs, or the Mind's diſpel. 

To rellith wealth, the palat muſt be well. 

Who fears, or cevets : Houſeto him and Ground, 
Are Pitures to blind men Incentives bound 

Abour a gouty Limb, Muſick t' an car 

Dam'd up with filch. A veſſel got fincere 

Sowres whatſoc're you pur into*c. Abſtain ; 
From pleaſures 2 Pleaſure hurts,thar's bought wich pain» 
The Cov'cousalways want : your pray'rs defign 

To ſome fixt mark. The enviousman doth pine 

To ſee another fat; Envy'sa Rack ; 

Worle, no Sicilsan Tyrant e're did make. 

Who cannot temper wrach, will wiſh undone 
What, in his haſte, he may have done to one, 

Ts whom he (pothibly) would be moſt kind. 
Angcris a ſhort madneſs t Rule thy mind : 

Which reigns, 1t ic obeys nor; fercer it 

With chains, zeltrain it wich an Irog bit. I've 


UM 
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The Quiry moulds the Horſes tender mouth 

This Riders will. The Beagle from his Towth 

Istrain'd upto the woods, being taught to baul 

(A Whelp) at the Bucks heads nail'd in the Hall. 

Now Boy, in the white Paper of thy breaſt 

WriccV £ R T 16 : Now ſuck precepts from the belt. 
A pot well ſeaſon'd, holds the primitive taſte 

A wi time after. It thou make no haſte, 

Or ſpur to over-run me, I am Oge 

For none will ſtay, and will contend with none. 


The ſams by Dr. W. 


W/ you at Rowe (my honour'd Lollie plead, 
I Homer at Preneſte once more read. 
Aquinas ne're ſo well, nor Lumbard taught 

So fully yer, what's fair, or fit, or naught. 

My reaſon*s this (if y* have no buſie hours) 

The ſtory thar relares Pars amours, 

And Greete (ſpent with the redious Trojan Leager, 
Shews us how filly Princes are, how eager 

The giddy Rout. That ſhould be mov'd which ſeems 
The cauſe o'ch* war, Antenor wiſely deems. 

Bur Par#s co enjoy his ſtoln delight, 

Thinks ſcorn to yield. Neſtor to fer things right 
'Twixt Agaremmon and Achilles ſtrives ; 

While Love che One, and both cheir paſſion drives. 

*© The Officers are mad, and ſtill che ſmart 

* Lights en the Commons ; {ll chey have che arc, 
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What with cheir mmtinier, their plots, their fin, 
To loſe as much without, as thoſe within. 
But then, what vertue and good condutt can 
Perform you'l ſee ; Xlyſſes is the man 
Troy wiſely gain'd, he many Cities next 
Views and their various Laws, is oft perplext 
In hazards, ſtorms, himſelf and his he ſaves, 
Not to be drown'd in Fortunes rougheſt waves. 
The Sirens charms you know, and Circe's bowl 
Which had he quafc wich's Drunken-train, his ſoul 
H'had loſt, a brutiſh ſervant to the whore, 
A. Shap-tail Cur had been, or miry Bore. 
We are that rout, methinks, thoſe Idle Knaves 
Made to be cramm'd, Penelope*s lewd braves, 
Rifingat Noon to waſh, and powder hair, 
And then with noiſe of Fidleys lull our care. 
Will you not wake ? Felons are only ſtirring 
ar miſchief ; tor your ſafery you're demwrring, 
* w*l cafier now, then wich a Drepſie run, 
wall for a Book and Light before the Sun. 
Your early thoughts in Vertne unimploy'd, 
Will be with Love or fretting Envy cloy*d. 
You'l move an Eje-ſore ſtreight 5 and 1$1t ſenſe, 
To ler the Mind be cur'd a T welve- month hence ? 
Begin : 'tis halt the work : aſſume che power 
To live: expe not for a fairer hour. 
So ſtays the Clown cill h? haſty Brook be dri'd, 
But th everlaſting ſtreams {till {t:i1l do glide. 
We gripe for money (till, marry for Goods, 
(Such pives are fruitful) grub and fill our woods, 
Whohach enough, why ſhould he with for more ? 
Did ever goodly ſeat, or Farms, or Store, 
The fickly Landlord of his Qzartan calc, 
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Or of his cares? the Owner nuſt have health, 

Who reaps a ſatisfaQtion from his wealth. 

Thecarking Heart's not eas'd by bags or land, 

(No more then Bleared-eye by Titians hand, 

Or Gout by pultzs, or the Earin pains 

With Rhenm, by Feraboſco's melting ſtrains; ) 

But what it holds, like muſty Bortle ſpoils. 

© Pleaſures ill bargains are, if bought with toils, 

* Deſires are endleſs, till you fix the end, 

* Envy conſumes for fatneſs of a friend ; 

© Envy the worſt of Plagnes, the Tyrants ſcourge, 

** Anger let looſe, th unwary mind doth urge 

* Toattaate revengeful thoughts, in haſte, 

* Which afterward in cold bloud you'l diſtaſte. 

* Anger's a ſhorter phren/ic. Paſſion reigns 

* If *t be n't enflav'd, but curb it in with chains. 
The manag'd Colt is by che Horſeman taughr 

T* obſerve the Riders check ; the help is brought 

(Since firſt he crail'd che Buck-:kin in the Hall) 

To hunrabroad the Stag unto his fall. 

New (hopeful Boy !) connſels chat wholſom arc 

Takeearly next thy heart : che ſeaſon'd Jar. 

W1ll hold his ſcent : now run, 1'le but give aim, 


Ile neither ſtop the ſwift, nor help che /ame. 


—— — 
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EypisSTLz® IIT. By A.B. 
To JULIUS FLORUS. 
eAdvice to follow bis Studies, 


, 
T* what part of the World Claudius fights now, 


(My Jaline Fleras) Idefire tro know : 
Clauding our great Anguſtus Son in Law, = 
Whetherto Thraee his Army's march'd away, 
Or whether Icy Hebey them detain, 

It on the Helleſpont they (till remain ; 

Or iruitful 4/an hills and plains, or what 
The learned troop of Draſus will be at. 

Theſe things I mind coo, and what eminent wis 
Will to pofterity dare totranſmir 

Thoſe mighty things, which done by Ceſar are, 
How wiſel; he makes Peace, how ſfoutly War : 
What exc'Ilent piece will Iearned Titius write, 
The Roman admiration and delight; 

He thac ſo bravely dares transfer the flame 
Unto us Remans, which from Pindar came, 
That ſ{corns to dabble in the vulgar lakes, 

And into the Ocean a brave Voyage makes z 
How does he do ? What does he ſay of me ? 

By his pyogrous Muſes aid will he 

Tranflare the Verſes writ wh Theban fire, 

And tune them ſmoothly to the Roman Lyre. 
Or with a tragick buskin does he rage, 

And with high ately Langage fill che Stage ? 
And (prithee) how does Celſzs deal by me ? 
That molt incorrigible F/agiarie, 
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Who has been warn'd ſo oft, and muſt be more, 
To ſearch for wit and ſenſe from his own ſtore ; 
And leave off pilfering out of Books that be 
By ochers writ, and plac'd i'th' Library. 
© Left all the plunder'd Birds ſhould flock, together, 
* And from hu gandy back pluck each his feather ; 
&« And he of his ſtoln colours like the Chongh, 
«& Stand ftiript, and make all th: Speftators laugh. 

But what art thou about ? With what rare ſtuff 
Does thy Muſe load her chighs 2 th* haſt wit enough, 
And chat well ps/iſht, not abſurdly rougi. 
If chou wilt Orator or Lawyer be, 
Or fall'ſt upon delightſom Poetry, 
Thy wit away the Lawrel juſtly bears; 
* But if thou canſt ſhake off thoſe ſeeds of cares, 
&*© Where e're Celeſtial wiſdom draws thow'lt go, 
© This work, this ſtudy, great and mean m?n too 
** Should ſet pon, if we deſign to be 
*© Dear to our ſelves, and to Poſterity. 

I prichee ſend me word, whether er no 
Thou do'ſt ſuch kindneſs to Jſunatins thew, 
As betwixt Friends and Brothers ought to be ; 
Or is your breach ſince you did diſagree 
$o ill patcht up, thatit will never cloſe, 
But every foot to it's old rancour grows z 
Yet whether height of blood, or want of wit, 
Inflam'd your untam'd ſpirits, *cis nor fir, 
That your fraternal knot ſhould be unti'd, 
In what part of the world ſo c're you 'bide ; 
I've a fat Heifer, which I'le gladly burn 
Jn ſacrifice for your deſir'd recurn. 
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Er1rsTrE IV. By A,B. 
To TIBULLUS. 
That he ſhould live comfortably, and without Cares. 


TY me'Tibnxllas, thou that do'ſt ſo far 
Indulge ſuch trifles as my Satyres are, 

Whar ſhall I cell my friends that thou doſt do 
Now in that Comntyey thou'rt retir*d into ? 
Writing whole Yolumes : or haſt thou thy mind 
Wholly co th* healthy woods and walks confin'd ? 
Conſidering only to enjoy and do 

Things DES berenes a wiſe and good man t00. 
Thou arr no thick-skullPd block-head ; for wile Heav'n 
To thee an underſtanding Soul has giv*n. 

And with a fair Revenue does thee bleſs, 

Which thou know*ſt how tenjoy as well's poſſeſs. 
« I hat cold a Nurſe for her dear Child beſeech, 

« More then right underſtanding, and plain ſpeech ? 
« Tolive beloy'd in honoxr and in health, 

« 7" eat wholeſoms Diet, and to want no wealth ? 

«© When thowrt toſt up and down twixt hope and care, 
* Inflam'd with anger and ſhrunk np with fear : 

* As ſoon as ſuch a day ts overpaſt, 

© Comfort thy ſelf, that that's to be the laſt : 

© When an hog comes that brings thee joy and bliſs, 
« If unexpttted, Oh ! how gratefal "tis ! 

And when thow*rt minded to laugh heartily 

Ata right Hog of Epicarus Sty, 

Come {ceme, thou ſhalt find me plump and fair, 
I, of this Corps of minc, take ſpecjal care, 
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Ep,iSsTrE V. By SirR. F, 
To TORQUATUS. 


He invites Torguatus 8s ſwpper,which he ſays will be a frg- 
gal one. Exhorts him (bidding farewel to Cares, and 
| the deſire of Riches) to give himſelf ts Mirth; and 
( ſeeming a little light-headed with the joy of Auguſtus 
hs birth-day) laſhes out into the praiſes of drinking. 
Names three things whereof he us ſtudious in bts enter 


tainment, and the firſt of theſe, Cleanlineſs. 


F chou (a Gueſt) on a joyn'd-ſtool canſt ſup, 
And in a {mall Meſs all che broth ſup up: 

I ſhall ac home expe& thee by Sun-ſcr. 

Wine thou ſhale drink of middle age, and wer 

| Mintarne's growth hard by. If thou haſt oughe 

| That berter is, command ir to be brought, 

| And treat thy Hſt, Already the Logs burn, 

| And the ſcowr'd Pans ſhine, on thy ſcore. Adjourn 
Lighc hopes, and Riches ſtrife, and Xoſco's Cauſe 
To morrow 3 C As ar's birch-day gives a Pauſe 
To toll, and leave to ſleep. Wirhour offence 

| We may ſpin out with chatting Eloquence 

| The Summer night, What do Icare for wealth, 
Unleſs ro uſe? *Tisa mad kind of ſtealth, 

For one to rob himſelf, c* enrich his Heir. 

| Tle quafte, and ſprinkle Roſes, and not care 

| Though I'm thought wild for this. The rare effeRg 
Of Wine / Love, hid in Bluſhes, ic dereRts : 

| Hopes it enſures : it makes the Coward fight ; 
Learned the Ignorant :; rhe ſad heart kight. 


Whom 
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Whom have not flowing Cups eloquent made ? 
Whoſe debts (though ne're {o great) have they not paid? 
I am the Man: and my charge Iwill make it, 
(Willing, and not unfit to undertake ir ) 

To have the Formsclean rubb'd : the Napkins ſuch 
As may not curl our Noeſes upto touch : 

Thar in the Platters thou maiſt ſee thy face: 

That no falſc brother carry from the place 

Ought thar is ſpoke : that all of a Suir be, 
Septimins ? Brutus ? Surc Cards, theſe. Let's {ce : 
Then (if not taken up with better chear, 

Or by his Girl) Sabina: ſhall be here. 

Each Gueſt may bring his ſhadow, Bat the ſweat 
Will be offenſive, if too cloſe we ſet. 

Thy number, write : and (all chings laid aſide) 
Thy Clients bebb'd, out at the back door glide. 
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EersSTLiLns VI. By A. B. 
Nt to trouble himſelf with worldly matters. 


Umicias to admire nothing at all, 

Which in this world ro Afortals may befal, 
Is one, if not the only thing, which can 
Make and continge thee a happy man. 
 * Philoſophy renders ſome men ſo bold, 
They're not «ff7ighted when they do behold 
The $*nand Stars ſo variouſly appear, 
In all thc &fferent ſeaſons of the year : 
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Or in unuſal -utiens, why ſhould'ſt thou 

Be more tranſported wich the things below ? 

Why ſhould'{t thou mind the treaſares of the earth, 
Thoſe Gums to which Arabia gives birth ? 

Or Silver, Gold, and pretions Gems, wich which 
Both Indies do the reſt o*ch* world enrich ? 
Pleaſure or Honowr, or thoſe gifts which come 
From the ſclf-ended Cirizens of Rope, 

With what a mind and look ſhould theſe things be 
Poſleſs'd, or but refl:ed on by thee Þ 

He that the contrary to this does fear, 

His paſſions like th*  Admirers paſſions are. 

A mind diſtarb'd, which way ſoe*re it come, 

On one fide and the other is trowbleſome ; 

And ſudden apprehenſion of all chings, 

Tothoſe that fear or love much terror brings, 
What 3s ir toche purpoſe, whether we 

Defire aud fear, and ſad or joyful be? 

Who when a thing befals him, bad or good, 

If more, or other, chen he thought ic wou'd 
Dorh preſently look blank upon't, and grow 
Aſtoniſh'd both in mind and body too, 

The wiſeman isan Aſ5, the jaſt man grows 
Unjuſt, if chey would be roo virtworr. 

Go now, and gaze upen thy maſſie plete, 

Thy Braſs and Marble pillars made for State 
Thy coſtly Hangings of rich Tapeſtry, 

And coſtly Garments of the Tyrian Die, 

And hug thy ſclf when thou ſhalt thowſands lee, 
While thou art making ſpeeches, gaze on thee, - 
Riſe early in the »worn, away to th* Hall, 
And cill *cis late at might there tang and bawl, 
Leſt Mntius grow rich before thee, he, | 
Whos by birth inferiour much to thee, 
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« Fhat ere # hidden time will bring to light, 

« And that will vaniſh, which now ſhines ſo lright, 
« Nay thou, who on th* Exchange and at the Hall 
« Art ſo well known, and honour d too by all, 

&« Forſaking all theſe things, mnſt go at laſt 

©« here our Fore-fathers are, whoſe days are paſt. 
If chou do'ſt any ſharp diſesſe indure, 

Uſe all thy Wits to ger a preſent cure. 

&« Wilc thoulive well> who would not ? Virtae ts 
& The only way to gain trne happineſs. 

And therefore all thy vanities thrown by, 

To it covragieuſly thy mind apply. 
© Make that thy b»/ineſs, = do not ſuppoſe 

*© That totalk mmnch #« to be virtuows. 

Thar words together put will vertwe prove, 

As Trees together pur will make a Grove. 

Burt if wealth be thy aim, purſue thy Trade, 
Take heed no other Merchant do invade 

Thoſe Ports thou traftick'ſt co, and take from thee 
Thy b»fineſſes which now ſo gainfsl be. 

Heap up a thowſand talents, then one more, 
Add a third thouſand, and then make 'um four, 
& This mighty Monarch Money to #4 ſends 

* Fair Wives, great Portions, Reputation, Friends, 
&« Thus makes us Noble, though our Birth be baſe, 
& And gives our perſons comelineſs and grace ; 

«© That man who has hs puckets lin'd with Chink,, 
« 4ll men ingenious and bandſom think, 

The ( appadocian King, though he had ſtore 

Of Slaves, was in's Exchequer very poor ; 

But be nor thou like chat unhappy King, 

T' abownd in one, and not in cyery thing, 


Lucul- 
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Lucauilss was defir'd (the ſtory (ays) 

Tolend a hundred Cloaks for ſome new Plays, 
Where ſhould I have ſo many Cloaks (faid he) 
Bat yet I'le look, and what I have (end t'ye. 

A lictle after chis he ſends chem word, 

That he 5000 Garments could afford, 
Which in his houſe lay by unknown to him, 
And that they might have part or all of chem. 
That houſe is much unfurniſh'd where chere are 
Not many things ſuperfluous, and to ſpare; 
Goods which the Owner knows not of, but may 
Be unconcern'd when they are ſtoln away, 

If (as Mimnermw (aid) nothing can be 
Delightſom withour love and jollity : 

Then live in love and jollity ; farewel : 

If thou of any better Rules can'ſt tell 

Then theſe, impart them co me candidly ; 

If nor, I pray, make uſe of cheſe with me, 
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F then, wealth only makes, and keeps man bleſt, 
Make that thy firſt of warkg,and leave it laſt : 
It publick Honowr ; buy ſome progging $/avr, 
May point thee who goes by, what names they have z 


Pluck thee by th' /eeve,and cell thee ſuch or ſuch 


Are worth your hand, you can'c reach'c out coo much : 


His intereſt lies here, and c'others there, 

Make'um your friends, and you are Conſs! clear, 
\ Thus purring on a pleaſant tace to all, 

As their years are, this ſon, him father call, 

If eating be the buſinels, let's away 

In order to'c; we (tay too long, 'tis day ; 
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Rouſe our dull Servants, make one take the Negs, 
Another hunting Poles, a third the Spear, 
And ſo returning chrough the gaping Fair, 
Lead a tall Mule home laden with a Boar, 

| Nor kiil/d (as they ſuppoſe) but bought before. 
Let's bathe on a full ſtomach, as forgot 
Whether convenient for our health, or not. 
Right Cerites, lawleſs ; very Greeks that chink 
Their Countrey far of leſs eſteem than drink. 
IF (as Mimnerme ) nothing's to be done 

That has not Love, and Pleaſure in't, Let one 
Live,and farc well ; Andif you've better chear, 
Impart it pray, if not, be merry here, 
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To MACENAS. 


That Liberty ts more acceptable to a Friend, than coft ly 
Entertainment. 


[ Promis'd when I lefe you laſt, 'cis true, 
Within five daysto come again to you 
| Into the Countrey, and you look'd for me 
All Augaft long, to come accordingly ; 
Yet Ihavefail'd you : now I'll cell you why; 
Not chat I flighc ſuch worthy company z 
Bur your hard drisking kills me. I profeſs, 
*« Yon Id love me better, if yowld love me le(s, 
If you'ld have me live long and bealthfully, 
Give me now I am ell char /iberty 
Which were I ch, 1'm ſure you would allow, 
For 1 fear fekpeſs, chough I'm bealthy now. t 
n 
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In theſe hot Dog-days, when each lirtle thing 
Thar ſtirs the blowd, does mortal fickneſs bring. 


* Autumn the Sextons harveſt, when we meer 


Mourners and funerals in every (treer : 

When Women ſend thei Children out, for fear 
They ſhould be ſtifled by the City air. 

The Lawyers venting mercenary breath, 

Brings Fevers and (a happy riddance! ) death. 

But when the Wintey comes, and Heav'n beſtrews 
The ſhabbed ground wich frequent frofts and ſnows 5 
Thea comes your Poet to the waters fide, 

Where he t” indxlge his body will abide, 
And ſtudy very lictle. And (if you 

W1ll give me leave) I'll wait upon you teo 
When gentle Zephyr' blows (as Poets ſing) 
And the firſt Swallow uſhers in the Spring. 

Your tavours do inrich me, not like thoſe 
Which the Calabrian Inn-keeper beſtows ; 

Who with crabb'd choaky Pears his gueſts did treat, 
And redely over-prefſed them to ear. 

Eat (if you love me) all theſe Pears, ſays he ; * 
No (lays the gueſt) / thank you heartily, 

Pre eat enough already. Put up, pray, 

Thoſe you cann't eat, and carry them away, 

(Says the free Hoſt 2 ) No (repliesthe Gueſt) 
Tow are too liberal to me in your Feaſs. 

Nay fill your pockets, (quoth the Hoſt) theſe toys 
Are grateful preſents tr your Girls and Boys. 

I'm as much oblig*d t you (lays his friend ) 
As if with Pears you me home loaden ſend. 


' Do as you pleaſe (ſays the Hoſt) Lut what you leave, 


I've Hogs which will be ready to receive, 
&« Thus Prodigals and fools are tree of chat 
« Whych theſe do vain ſlight, rnoſe vainly hate 2 a 
Sac 
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Such roots ingratitude do always bear, 
And will yield only chat from year co year ; 
Whilſt he that is both good and wiſe declares, 
Thar he for worthy men himſelf prepates ; 
And can diſcern goed men from bad, as well 
As he can flver trom braſs-money tell. 
'Tis my defign to anſwer th* expeRation 
 Ofall the worthy perſons in the Nation. 
Bur it you'ld have me never leave you more, 
My former ſtrength of body, pray reſtore 
My black curl'd /ecks, which on my forehead grew, 
And my bewirching nimble tongue renew, 
Revive my witty merry ſprightly vain, 
And in my C#ps my amorous flames again ; 
Oh ! make me weep, or run ſtark mad, nay dic 
For Love, if my coy Miſtreſs ſhould deny, 
A little Fox with hunger ſlender worn, 
(rept through a crevice int” a butch of Corn, 
And, having fil'd his paunch, ſtrugled in vain, 
With hu preat belly, to get out again : 
AWeez/le ſpid him tugging at the chinks 
Gave him this good advice, Friend if you think 
E're to creep ont, you muſt become as thin 
As you were when you did at firſt creep n. 
I will apply chis Fable, and refore 
To you whar e're you gave me heretofore. 
Tlove nor to be cram'd, for I deſpiſe 
Thoſe drowſic Banquets which che Yu'gar prize : 
Not for Arabias wealch would I dc{troy 
That eaſe and freedom which I now enjoy. 
You've often prais'd me tor my modeſtie, 
And I've declar'd char you have been co me 
A Father, nay a King, both to your face, 
Nox ſaid I leſs when you were not 1n place, 


Try 
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Try me, if Ican cheerfally refigu 
All choſe rich things your bounty has made mine. 
'Twas not 1ll ſaid by young Telemachns, 
Son of #lzfſes, who did anſwerthus 
To CMenelaus, proftering to beſtow 
A Horſe upon him, Sir, 1 do not know 
What to do with your Horſe ; for Ithaca 
Js an ill place to keep a Horſe in ; Hay 
And Graſs are very ſcarce there, and there's no 
Plains or ( ampaigne fir Horſe to gallop through : 
Therefore pray keep Jour Preſents, for they be 
Fitter by half for you, than th* are for me. 

Mean things become mean men. I now do not 
Admire Rowes ſtately Palaces a jor, 
Bur quiet 7 ybur and T arentum be 
My aim to live in tor my privacie. 

Philippua, a great Lawyer, when he camc 
From pleading home at night, grown old and lame, 
Complain'd much, that the Comrt too diſtant was 
From the Carina's that's his dwelling place. 
The ſtory ſays, that he by chance eſpy'd 
One trim'd, that did 2ch' Barbers ſhop abide, 
Paring his nails with's Penknife; calls co's boy 
(A Lad that was ingenious to obey 
And quick t? obſerve his Maſters mind) ſays he, 
Demetrius, Go, ash and bring word to me 
What yonder idle perſon is, and who, 
And what Patron he ut velated to ; 
Where he was born, and what eſtate h: has, 
What his name ts, and who his Father was. 

The Boy went, ask'd, and cold him preſently, 
Volteins Mena was his name, and he 
A Cryer by profeſſion, of a ſmall 
Eſtate, bur he giy'a to no vice —- all ; 
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Somer:mes he up and down did trade to ger 
Honey, then ſtay*d at home and liv'd on it; 
Play*d with h1s little {hildren when alone, 
And ina ſmall houſe liv'd, but *ewas his own; 
Follow'd his buſineſs, but his leiſure days 
Spent ar th Artillery ground, or ſeeing Plays. 
From hi own mouth (lays he) I long to know 
Whether all this which thou relat'ſ# be ſs. 
Therifure go tell him that his company 

I much de fire, pray him come [up with me; 

The Lad goes, comes, and tells his Maſter, Sir, 

I told the Gentleman, but hell not ſtir, 
Neither ind:ed wou'd he believe that you 
Invited him, «& what I ſaid was true. 

But windring with himſelf, "tis ſtrange | ſays he, 
that! an old, rich, great Lawyer, and ſo free! 
But he was civil, and put off his hat, 

Thark'd you, as who ſhould ſay—here's thts for that, 
Did he deny me ? — Yes perverſly too, 

And flights,ox elſe ſtands much in fear of you. 

Next day the Lawyer in his fight appears, 

As he fold Fripery to the Waſtoateers : 

Gives him the firſt ſalute ; ſurpris'd hereat, 
The baſhful Merchant lowly dofts his hat, 
And goes t* cxcuſe the meanneſ7 of his trade, 
Complains that he thereto a [ave was made z 

Brgs Philips pardon, that he did not come 
To Sapper, when he was invited home ; 

Bu thar which did ſeem to afliF him worſt, 
Was chat he did nor viſic Philip firſt, 

Come (lays Philippm) you've no ather way 

For pardon, Int to ſup with me to day. 

I'll wait wpon yu, noble Sir, ſays he. 

Thc Lawyer ills him, that the hoar waz three, 
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Bids him1'ch? interim mind his calling ſo, 
That he by trading might the richer grow. 
He talk'd at Supper what e're came in's way, 
Said what he ſhow/d,and what he ſhewld nor ſay t 
Aclength he takes his leave, and hies him home 
To Bed, Next morning he doesthicher come, 
And is obſerv'd ſo often there to wait, 
And nibble at the Lawyers dangerous bait, 
That he became his Client, after chac 
He every day ac Philips table (ate, 
And on the Holy-days, when there were no 
Pleadings,to Philips Countrey-houle they go 
In his brave gilded Coach together, where 
Volteizs prais'd the Sabin fieldsand air :) | 
Which when the Lawyer found, it pleas'd him much z 
Says he, My bodies conftitation's ſuch» 
That hither I'll for good and all retires 
And live at eaſe here ;, only I deſire 
The company of ſuch a friend as yor, 
That is ſo pradent and ſo cheerful too. 
And if you'll purchaſe ſomething ia this Town, 
One hundred pieces I will give you down, 
And I will lend another handred t ye, 
Meerly t' enjoy your pleaſant company. 
Fo (nor to make more words on't then I ought) 
A ſmall Farm there, at Iengch the Aerchant boughty 
Now he that was ſo fpruce a Citizen, 
Became one of the herd of Countrey men z 
Of Sheep and Oxew's all histalk, and how 
To plant young Trees, and goto Cart and Plongh., 
To all his St#dies now he puts an end, 
And to grow rich his dire does wholly bend. 
Bur when his Kids were ſtolen,and Sheep did rot, 
His Oey kill'd ac plough, his fields did not 
Y 3 Bring 
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Bring forth according co his expectation, 
Gricv'd with theſe heavy loſſes, in a paſſion, 
He takes his Horſe at Midnight and away 
To ith' Lawyers houſe, whom when the Lawyer ſaw 
With ſach a ra/tich diſcontented look, 

You look (ſays he) my friend, as if you took 
Overmuch care and pains. Truly, ſays he 

Ay honour'd Patron, if you would call me 
By any name thar fits mc, let ic be 

A miſerable wretch ; and I intrear 

You, by the Gods and all that's good or great, 
By all char's dear to you, that you'll reſtore 
Me co that /ife which I enjoy'd betore. 

As ſoon as Philip had conſidered, what | 
Difference there was *cwixt what he would be ar, 
And what he ſo declin'd, Let him ({ays he 
Return to what he has been formerly. 

What fits us b-ff ts beſt ; tis good and meet, 

To make 0«r ſhoves according to onr feet, 
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The ſamety S. W, 


[ Promis'd but five days from you to ſtay, 
And now all Azgsſt I have been away ; 
Bur(dear Mecenas) it you'd have me live 
Luſty and {trong, that freedoms te me give, 
(Now I tear ſickneſs) as you would allow, 

And bid me take, if Tindeed were [o. 
Excuſe-your friend rill ſickly Autamn's ore, 
Antumn that is 1n fenerals never poor; 

When the fond Mother for her child looks pale, 
Anda full termw,and buſineſs crouds the Hall; 
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Where, whulſt che dradg Solicitor atrends, 
A Fever haftes his will, and Law-ſuir ends. 
Bur if ſharp inter cloaths the fields wich (now, 
Your Poet down to your Country-houſe will go, 
And living there obſcure, himſelf will ſpare, 

And only for his beok and health rake care; 

With hopes to viſit you again ar Spring, 

And the firſt cidings of it with him bring, 

Not asmy Country Hoft his Pears does force, 
Have yourecurn'd me full ; Our fare”s but coarſe, 
Tet feed (he ſays) 1 thank you I've done well, 

Do better then, theſe fraits we never ſell : 

Your Servant Sir. Nay thoſe you ſhall take home, 
You will more welcome to your children come. 

I am oblig*d, as much at if I did. 

Take what you pleaſe ; but T ſhould thus be rid 

Of that, with which I muff to th* Hogs be kind, 
Who trait ſhall have, what ere you leavt behind. 

* So Fools and Prodigals no gifts beſtow 

© Bur what they hate, or what they do not know. 
Yer this rank ſoyl a thazkleſs crop does bear, 
Nor will it better yield anorher year ; 

But a wiſe man, though he the difference knows 
Twixt gold, and trifles, when he theſe beſtows, _. 
* For worthy hands, ſays he, they were defign'd ; 
© Nor me lefs worthy, ſay I, (hall you find. 

Bur if I muſt always with you remain, 

Let me my youth and beauty have again ; 

My luſty back, ſmooth forchead, and black hairs 

Now all irapair'd, or chang'd, by age and cares 3 

Return my mirth and raillery again, 

And Cynare, whoſe lo(sI grieve in vain. 

| Once on atime, through avery littie hole, 

A bungry Fox into an Hen-rooft foly 
2 3 
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And glutted there with Poultry, all abont, 

But all in vain, ſought where he might get out : 

T he hole too ſtrait was grown, bu paunch too wide, 

Which, at a diſtance, when the Weezel ſpy'd, 

&« Sir Reynard ſaid ſhe, you muſt be as thin 

« If you'd get ont as when you firſt came in. 

Urge me bur thus, I'll quickly all reſign, 

Yer not ſo fooliſh am I to repine, 

And a Swains {leep, before full cables chuſe, 

Though for both Indies I'd no freedom loſe. 
My Modeſty you heretofore have prais'd, 

Nor have I leſs your worth with titles rais'd 5 

Father and King were the worlt names 1 gave, 

My (elf in every place I ſtil'd your ſlave 

And judg you now if I can well reſtore, 

Or unſay what ſo oft has been ſaid o're. 

Telemachus was wiſer to refuſe 

Great enelas proffter ; ** Poe no uſe 

&« Fer Conrſers, (aid he, nor have we good feed, 

* Or running with ws, for ſo high a breed. 

* Rather, great Atreus Son, thy gifts retain, | 

«© And let them, where they better ſwit, remain. 

A little does a lictle man contents 

Give me no Palace, but a Ten:ment ; 

A Cottage at Tarentum will ſuffice, | 

And Rome compar'd with Tybar I'll deſpiſe, | 
Philip the famous Orateur, one day | 

As from the Bar hecame, and chought the way 

To him grown old, and wearied with chethrong, 

Thence to his Chamber,ne'reſecm'd half fo long, 

Seeing 1'ch? thade, cloſe by a Barbers door, 

One newly trim'd, that with light knife ran *ore 

Each fingle nail, and pair'd it with ſuch grace 

Asit he ſtudied to ovrtrim his face 5 
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« Go (laid heto his boy) ingaire his Name, 
« What Father, whoſe Retainer, whence he cam: ? 
&* He's cad Volteius Mena (fays the boy) 
« A Cryer, that does little wealth enjoy, 
&« But a good Name, (that to th' whole world is known; ) 
« Who ſometimes buſineſs has, and ſornetimes none. 
« uſt enough for a livelyhood, which yet 
« He does as freely ſpend (he ſays) as get. 
« Of mean acquaintance, but 4 houſe of 's own, 
& Aud when he's either tir'd, or work quite done, 
* Canto a play or wreftling wager go. 
* All chisI from himſelt defire ro know, 
* (Replies the Sage) bid him to ſupper come 
* This night, whilſt I before walk ſofcly home, 
* How now ! An't pleaſe you Sir he'd ſcarce believe 
* 1 care from you, and wondring did receive 
«© The invitation, What elſe > And by me 
* Retwrns his thanks, Deny'd then mult I be ? 
* 1 think ſo, and he yeu does ſcorn, or fear, 
©* Oy elſe invited thus, would ſcarce forbear, 

Philip gext morning, as to Court he went, 
Menas Good murrow did with his prevent, 
And greeting gave the day, and eaſe from cares, 
As to the People he expos'd his Wares, 
Volteigs to excuſe himſelf began, 
His pedling trade, and mercenary Chain, 
That his commands he had not ſought ar home, 
Nor was ſo happy asto {ee him come ; 
* All this [I pardon ( (aid the Counſcller) 
© But on condition you no wore defer 
© Your coming to me, whom 1 now invite 
* T he ſecond time, to ſp with me this night. 
© Low ſhall command me, ( Mena (aid ; ) Les three 
* (Philip rerurn'd) the lateſt minnte be y 
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© Ti then your buſieſt wind ——Bart Supper's come z 
Where when they'd freely calkr, my G=eft goes home, 


Yet like a Fiſh that nibbles at the paſt 

So lone, that by che gills he's caught aclaſt ; 
By often viſits he becomes more bold, 
Turns Client, and unbid a room does hold 

At every Feaſt 3 By Philip isdefir'd, 

Togo where 1'th' Vacation he retir'd : 

And out they ride. A4exacommends the air, 
And Sabine fields,with fruitsall gay and fair. 
Which Philip hears and ſmiles; but mirth and eaſe, 
What may himſelf, or new retainer pleaſe, 
Being his care, ke gives him fifty pounds, 
And lendshim fifty more to buy (ach grounds ; 
Wh'cl done (for I'll make all che haſte Tcan) 
My City Cryer 1s turn'd Conntrey-man : 


Prunes his grown Fines, can ſtoutly hold the Plough, 


Climb a tall Elm, and crim its higheſt bough ; 
Dies at his labour, and with care grows old, 
And equals nothing to fat land, but Gold, 
Bar when his Goats by Thieves, Sheep fell by th' rot, 
The field his hopes and charges an{wer'd not, + 
His (attel dy*d,his Ox at plough was ſlain, 
Himſelf no longer able to reſtrain, | 

Ar midnight up hegers, and in a rage 

Rode poſt co Philips houſe, his furtheſt ſage; 
Whom asthe Lawyer ſaw all rough with hair, 

And never ſhav'd fince they together were ; 

& Volteirgs ſaid he, yore too thomghtfl look, 

* As if more care than what #5 fit, you took, 

*f //ndone good Patron, (aid he, I'me undone, 

« And by the name of Wretch muſt hence be known. 

&* By your ſelf therefore, and the Gods y adore, © 
** qr own good Genias, I your help imp{ores 
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« That but this onee you'd eaſe me of my pain, 
« 4nd turn me to my former life again. 

He whole paſt ſtace the preſent doth excell, 
Let him take quickly up if he'd do well. 
Return in time; For reaſon this requires, 
Thar a mans own foot meaſure his defies, 


—_—— 
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EPiSTLIE VIIL. By A. B. 


To CELSUS. 
That preferment ſhowld not tranſport him. 


O when I bid chee Muſe, and wiſh my friend 
Celſuz, who now on Claudine docy atrend 
As Secretary and companion too 
Much health bid him, Live werrily, and do 
He buſineſs prudently, and if he doubr 
What kind of buſineſs I am now abour ; 
Tell him I promiſc excllent things, bac T 
Ar preſenc live nor well, nor pleaſantly. 
Not *eaute che Hail-fforms broke our Fines, nor yet 
Becauſe our Olives by the immoderate hear 
Are (riveFd up, nor cauſe my Flocks that lie 
In Fields remote are ſick, bur becauſe L 
Am ſick in mind more then in body ; for 
I can't endure to hear what men ſay, nor 
Tolearn a Phyſical receipt that may 
My great di/fempey cure or but allay. 
My learn'd and true Phyſician me offends, 
And I do peeviſhlyrail army friends, 
Becauſe they offer to deliver me 
Ont of my much bewitching Lethargie ; 
© Thoſe things which hurt me moſt I moſt purſue, 
' And what # good for me I ſtill eſcheyw, & 4t 
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© 4t Rome 7 Tybur love, and when I'm come 
«To Tybur, / a mad to be nd Rome. 

After all this ask how he does, and know 

How he proceeds, and how all matters go. 

Ask him how he does Clandins pleaſe, and how 
He and the Reginwent do cotgon now : 

Tf he fays, Well ; tell him, I'mglad to hear 
That happy News;then whiſper in his ear 
This truth 3 © 7s this promotion, Celſus, we 

« As thou demean'ff thy [clf, will value thee. 
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EpisTLtE IX. By A.B. 


To CLAUDIUS NERO. 
On behalf of a Friend, 


pp 


Reat Sir, Septimins underſtands how vaſt 
(; That Princely love is which on me you caſt, 
And by entreaties hath prevail'd with me, 
That I ſhould praiſe him and preſent him t'ye 
Asa man worthy every where to be 
Receiv*d into your breaff and Family, 

Who only worthy men and things elelt. 
Hechinks I'm honour'd with that great reſpe&t 
To be your beſom friend, he knows my power 
Better then Imy elf, for till chis hour 
I never tri'd it on you, and I us'd 
What arguments T could to be excus'd : 
Burt fearing leſt I might coo far diſown 
Thoſe Princely favours you on me have thrown, 
And ſo be thought ſuch-a difemiling Elf, 
T bat's only beneficial to my ſelf, 
- There- 
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Therefore that T may not be chought to be 
Ingrateful (that's the worſt of infamy) 

T've put on ſuburb-brows, and if you can 
Once pardon a neceſſitated man, 

Who waves his medeſty to ſerve his friend, 
Accept this perſon which I recommend 

Into your Houſhold,and take this from me, 
A ſtouter, better man you ne're did ſec. 


EPISTLE X. BySirR.F. 
To FUSCUS ARISTIUS. 


- 


COLES TIER ERNTIY, ow 


He praiſes to Fuſcus Ariſtius (4 lover of the City) the 
Countrey life, with which himſelf was delighted, and re- 
connts the ſeveral Commodities thereof. Withal deters 

| him from ambition, which accompanies the City life,not 

that of the Coantrey. 


6 & Faſcus, the Towns Lover, health I wiſh, 
Thar love the Comntrey : differing much in thas, 

In all elſe twins. Both like,diſlike, whar either : 

| A pair of old Doves bred of Eggs together. 

Thos keep'{tthe Neſt : I love to flie abroad, 

To haunt ſweet Brooks,the moſſie Grot, and Wood, 

What would'ſt chou have? I live and reign, when I 

Have ſhun'd thoſe things thow praiſcſt to the sky, 

And like a Comfit-makers Prentice fled, 

Cloi'd with Preſerves,am better pleas'd with bread. 

If one would live with all conveniencies, 

And firſt in building the foundation is, 

Where doth frank Nature thruſt out ſuch a breaſt 

As 1n the Countrey, with all good things bleſt ? 


Where 
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Where is it that the Winter's warmer? where 
To cool the Dop-ſtars bite, is freſher air, 
And the fierce Lyon's rage, when all his heat 
Th' exalted Sun pours in, to make ir great ? 
Where does lefs envious care our ſleeps diſpel? 
Do Floors of Parian Marble look or ſmell, 
Like Flowers? The water when it heaves to burſt 
The leaden Pipes with which in ſtreets *cis forc'e, 
Runs ic ſo pure, as when melodiouſly 
- Jr quavers1n the Rivers Falls? Ev'n He 
Aft &s © have Trees, who in the City builds, 
And that his houſe ſhould but ſurvey the fields. 
| Drive Nature with a Pitch-fork out, ſhee'l back 
| Victorious (ſpire of State) by'a ſecret Track, 
| He that wants skill right Scarler to deſcry 
| From counterfeit, will not more certainly 
Be couzen'd in a Shop, then he ſhall be 
That knows not true from falſe Felicity, 
Him, whom a proſp'rous State did too much pleaſe ; 
Chang'd, it will ſhake. What thou admir'dſt with eaſe 
Thou canſt nor quit. Fly great things Ina Cell, 
Kings, and che Friends of Kings, thy Life may excel, 
The Stap ſuperiour both in Arms and Force, 
Our of che Common Paſture drove the Horſe : 
| Until the vanquiſh'd after a long fight 
Pray'd Man's afliſtance, and receiv'd the Bit : 
| Bur, having beat the Victor, could not now 
| Bit from his Mouth, nor Man from his Back throw. 
| So He that fearing Poverty, hath ſold 
Away his Liberty ; better then Gold, 
| Shall carry a proud Lord upon his back, 
And ſerve for ever, cauſe he could not lack. 
| Who firs not his Mind co it, hs Eſtate 
If little, pinches him : threws him, if great. 
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Wiſely (AR 1s TIus) thou wilt like thy lor, 

And wiltchide Me if mine conrent Ae not : 

If more I cark for, or if more I crave. 

Who ere has Money, either *cs his Slave, 

Or *cis his Maſter, as when ewe men tug 

Acta Ropes ends: W' are dragg'd unleſs we drag. 
Giv'n in} acation, at that * Goddeſs Cell. * The Romans - 


adorcd Y aca- 
Save that I have not Thee, perfettly well, tion 23 2 God- 


deſs, by the Name of Facuae. 
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EryisTLE XL. By S. 77. 
; 
To BULLATIUS. 


That Felicity coxiſts mot in any Place or Condition, bat in 
tranquility of the Mind. 


Ow you have Lesbos, and fair Samos ſeen, 

At Serdz, Colophon, and Smyrna been, 
Whar think'ſt thou, good Br/latine, is all crue 
Thar fame reports? (for ſhe knows leſs then you.) 
Do they exceed the Common voyce, or are 
Their ficlds, with ours, unworthy to compare ? 7 
| Is nor our Tyber betrer chen their Seas ? 

Or which o'ch' Aſcatique Ciries pleaſe ? 

Does Lebedas, becauſe you reſted there, | 
And found thar caſe, you elſe ſought every where? 
"Tis a poor, place indeed to Gabii, 

' Yet there I'de chooſe to live retir'd and die ; 
(Forgetting all, of all-my friends forgot ) 

Whom though they pity, yer they envy not. 


Where 
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Where from the ſhore I might behold the Aſainz 
And rate my pleaſures by anothers pain, 
| Yet neither he, that does from Cap#a come, 

Wer to the skin, and on his way to Rowe, 

Would take an Inn for home, or think a fire 
Or Stove,though numb'd with cold, his chief defire z 
And ſeek no further, but his kind ſtars bleſs, 
As one arriv'd to perfet happineſs : 
Nor for a ſtorm ſhould you for ſwear the Sea, 
And ſell your Bargae, that you reveng'd might be. 
Toone that's ſafe Ait'lene and Rbodes are fair, 
But as Furs in Summer, Silks in Winter are : 

As Tiber 1s to {wim-in when ic ſnows, 

And asa fire!*th* midſt of Augyft ſhows. 

While Fortune ſmiles, let Rhodes be praiv'd at Rowe, 
Chios and Samos faireſt are at home, 

Uſe the ſweet Intervals the Gods allow, 

Nor till next year put off what may be Now. 

Thar every place alike may ſeem to thee, 

And thou alike content in any be. 

If prudent Reaſon fers no bound to Care, 

Nox can thoſe Landsthat boundsto th' Oceanare : 
And he that reaches them too late, ſhall find 

T he place ts only chang'd, and not his Mind. 

And yetwe ride, and fail, and journeys make, 
Or happineſs to find, or to o'retake ; 

That which thou ſeek'ſt is ready at thy hand, 
And Ulsbre may be the happy land ; 

For (friend) an even Soul can make it there, 

And what me no where find, have every where. 
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EPpiSTLs®s VIL By AB. 
To I CCIUS: 
That the uſe of Eſtates makes men rich. 
WH doſt chou murmur /ccix, and repine, 


Becauſe Aorippa's wealth is more then thine ? 
Thou art his Steward t thourightly uſe 
Thoſe fraics which his Sjsi/ian lands produce ; 
fove himſelf can't give thee a greater ſtore, 
Theretore leave off complaining that thou'rt poor : 
« For he's not poor, whom fortune does produce 
« What ere is neceſſary for his uſe. 
&« /f thou cavſt get good Diet, and warm Cloaths, 
©« Czſars Eſtate can't give thee more than thoſes 
« If at a T able ftor'd with various meat, 
«© Thou canſt abſtemiasſly a Salad eat, 
« Thou by that vertne wilt as wealthy be, 
« 4s if- kind fortune had ſhowr'd Gold on thee ; 
&« For thy firm ſoul will above money ſoar, 
& And thow wilt think all things inferionr 
«To amiable Vertue, which alone, 
© To good mens guide and companion? 
Men wondred at Democrites when he 
Sate in his Study, and his Hogs did ſce 
Root up his Corn-field, and his Garden ſpoil, 
And he fate ſtudying wxconcers'd the while z 
His thonghts were ſer on higher things, and thou 
Wilr be as great an admiration now, 
Who in this ſcabbed avaritions time, 
Mind'ſt nothing wean, bat aim [tat chings ſwblime, 


What 


1” 


What bonds the Sca, what makes it ebb and flow, 
What makes the year round ſo exattly go. 
Whether the Planets move by their own power, 

Or do obey ſome canſe Superiour 

From whence th' Eclipſes of the Moon proceed, 
And how (he*s from her obſcuration free'd. 

What means the jarring ſympathy of things ; 
Find whether good or evil from it ſprings ; 
Whether Empedocles deſerve onr faith, 

Or that be righter which the Stoick ſalth. 

- But whether thou dclighſt ro feed on Fiſh, 
Or only Leeks and Onions be thy diſh ; 
Receive my good friend Greſphus courtcoully, 
And grant him frecly what he asksof thee ; 
« For he has ſo much modeſty and wit, 

« That he'l atk nothing but what's juſt and fit : 
Friendſhip doth come to a low market when 
« Any thing's lack'd by good and worthy men. 
But "cauſe perhaps you have a mind co know, 
How all affairs here in our (ity go ; 
Agrippa's valour has Cantabria won, 
Th' Armeniins too by Nero are o'rethrown, 
Phraates doe: great Ceſars laws obey, 
And on his knees ſubmit to th* Rowan ſway : 
Beſides this ſeaſonable harveſt yields 
A plenteous crop jn our /zalian fields. 
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ErxsTLE XLIL. By A. B. 
| To VINIUS ASELLA, 
Inſtruitions for preſenting his Poems to Auguſtus, 


SI have oftentimes, and long (inte too, 

Inſtruted thee ; when thou to Court dolt goy 

(Dear Vinins ) I'1d have my Poems be 

Preſented ro Auguſtus ſcal'd by thee, 

When he 1s well, arid of a cheerful mind, 

And when to read them he is well inclin'd, | 

Do not by much Officiouſnrſs offend, 

Or hurt me, whom thou ſtad1'ſt ro befriend : 

Nor yet make men my Poems toconremn, 

Becauſe thou importwaely proffer'ſt them. | 
Bur if che Volume of my book thould be 

So cumberſoms, that it ſhould weary thee, 

I'd rather thou ſhould'ſt chrow them quite away, 

[ Than on thy ſhoulders them like Durſers lay : 

And ſo make thy paternal name, becauſe 

"Tis Afina, ro fignifie an Aſs : 

And make thy ſelf a Table-talk, and be 

Ridiculons to all poſterity, 
Ser all thy ſtrength to*c; paſs thirongh thick and rhitiy 

And when th'haſt had thy will, andentred in 

To Ceſar's preſence, uſe the tnatters ſo, 

That prying Courtiers may not come to know, 

That thou a load of Poetry doſt bear 

Underthy arm, as if a Reſtick were 

Carrying a Lamb, or dtunken Pyrrhis 

Carryed the ftoln Qui/ls of Yarn away * 


Y/ 
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Or as a Tenant when he gers a Rowſe, 
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Carries his Cap and Shooes from?®s Landlord's houſe, 


Nor tell the Vulgar that thou ſwear'ſt to bear 
Lines which will pleaſe both Ceſars cyc and ear. 


And though th' art courted ne're ſo much, preſs on, 


Shew no body a line. Well get rhee gon, 
Farewel, be careful that thou err'ſt not, and 
If chou e're loy*ſt me, break not my command. 


EPiSTLE XIV. By R.T. 
To bs BAILIFE. 


The difference betwixt a Country life, and a City life. 


TE Bailiff of my Woods and pleaſant Field, 
Which ſerv'd five dwellers once,and us'd to yield 


Five Burgeſſes for Baria, by thee now 
 Contemn'd, let's try who weeds beſt, I or you g 
Whether my mind or grownd be better till'd, 
Which is the becter, ps or his field. 
Though Lamlas pity mourning th' haſty fate 
Of's Brother raviſht from him do create 
Occaſion for my louger [tay at Rome 

Then ordinary, yet my heart'sat home. 
Thar ſtrives to break all Fopy, for I prefer 
The Country, thou the Town as happier. 

Who likes another: fortune, hates hs own, 

He ts a fool that dees accuſe the Town 

Or Country either, and does falſly fond 


Faxlt with the place, when all the fanlt's in'1 mind, 


Which | 


es Sed nana .— 
bu S S Ta on” 


1 
} 
/ 
d 
B 
B 
N 
M 
A 
* Fr 
| Ss 
| O 
N, 
On 
Ne 
Or 


# { PR yo». 


ib | 


- Þ youre, LF 


—— 


Book I. EPISTLES. 379 


I CO ——}_ lu. tte... A... —_— rs cs: 


Rc —— 


Which never flies its ſelf 5 when you were ſlave 
Toth' Baths, and liv'd in Town ; you us'd tocravye 
With filenc Prayer to be remov'd to go 

To be a Cowntry man ; now being ſo 

You covet Baths, Plays, and the Town; you (ce 
I'me conſtant, and when buſineſs urges me 

(Which I of all things hate) ro Rome T part 

From thence, ſad and afflited at my heart. 

Our fancies don't agree : what you deſpiſe 

He /ikes that is of my mind, and decries 

What you commend ; to ſuch a ſtrange degree 

Are odds at preſent brought *cwixt chee and me. 

A jolly here, and UnGtious Sack does move 

(I ſee ic well) thee to this earneſt love 

Of << City, and becauſe my ground yieldsquicker 
Pepper and Frankincenſe, then Grapes for liquor : 
Befides another grievance is, you lac 

A Neighbouring Tavern to afford you Sack. 

Anda ſhe £Minfrel that you. to her ſound 

May dance or'e che preſt Earch ſome blandering round; 
And yet chon til ft che ground, which lately Spades 


| Ne'recouch*c,and feed'ſt with care th* unharneſs'd Fades. 


By thee the River coo in time of need 
By Damms 1s taught co ſpare the Sunny Head : 


| Now, go to, and what thus divides us hear ; 
Me who ſoft Robes and Powder'd hair did wear, 
| And uYd with ſparkling Cynara to ſport 
| Freely, and drink cill widzight ; now athorc 
> Supper concents, and ſleep upon the Graſs 
{ Ona Bank-fide, by which ſome ſtream does pals; 
Nor do I yet believe it s a ſhame 


Once tobe wild, but never #0 be tame, 

No body there does look askew with ſpite, 
Or with black hacred poiſon or back-bice 
Z 2 Me 


tl 
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Me when I thiive, none cnvics there my gains, 
My Neighbours joy with me when I take pains ; 
The City fare with Servants you do long 

To ear, and crowd your ſelf into the throng, 

The ſubtle fave that waits, and'scall'd all hours, 
Envies thy uſe of Cattel, Wood and Flowers : 
The Ox would be for th' Saddle, th Horſe for Plowy 
Let all (ſay 1) uſe well the Art they know. 


—— 


—. 
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EP1STLE XV, By R.N' Gent, 


TO VAL A. 
The pleaſure of Travelling. 


Rethee, good Yala, write, what kind of Air, 
What ſort of Mn, and what their Manners arc 

AtPFeliaand Salernwy ForlT ſee 

The Baian Waters arc not good for me 

«And {o Antonias tells me, And *ci3 this 

That makes the Baians take it much amils, 

That in the Winter I col& Warers ule : 

Traly their Myrtle Groves chus to retuſe, 

Thus ſlight their Baths, ſo ralk'c of all abour, 

For being rare in curing of the Gont, 

Muſt make them grumble. But rhcſe men, that w1 

Carea weak $ termach, or a Head that's Il, 

With colder ſprings, to Gabiimultrepair, 

Where colder Warers are, and colder Air, 

But Pm advis'd to change, and when my Horſe 

Goes cowards Baia, I divert his Courlc, 

And tctl him *cs nor thither I muſt £0; 

And chen inrag'd Icurb himin, and to 


Make 


nl 
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Make him to underſtand me ; For, in truth, 
A Horſes Ears are in his bridled Mouth. 
I prechee write which of the two excells 
In Bread ; and whether I out of the el, 
Or out of Ciſterns mult che waters take. 
I come not for their Fines, but Waters ſake. 
Intl Country any Dyet doch me pleale ; 
I love good Wine, when I go near the Seas, 
Winc, that will drive away all Cares, and will 
With ſwelling Hopes chrough Veins and Soul diftll. 
Wine that will make my Tongue witch words to flow, 
And make me Brisk when co a Girl I go. 
Write me which place moſt Hares and Bores doth feed, 
Whoſe Rivers greateſt ſtore of Fiſhes breed ; 
That thence I may both Far and Fair come home ; 
For thee to write, and me beleive's all one. 
When evi had his Patrimony ſpent 
Profuſely, then to live by's Wits he meanr, 
Andrurn'd a fefter, roving to and fro, 
And made no diffterence 'twixt Friend or Foe, 
Bur jecr'd at all. One thac would ſwallow more 
Down his wide Throat, then would a Common-S$hore, 
What c're he got went down hisGats, and when 
He miſt of better Fare abroad, he then 
Would feed on Gats and Garbage, and catu» 
Of that more then three Rav*now Bears would (up. 
When pincht with want, hee'ld fay each Gluttons Gut 
Was tobe ſcar'd ; But when hee'd got a gluc 
Of berter fare, and all conſum'd, held lay 
No wonder if Eſtates are ſpent this way, 
For there's no pleaſure underneath che Sun 
Like Feaſting, and a Beky like a T na. 
So I in want commend the thrifty Fare, 


And cat ſuch V iRuals as the coarlelt are. 
| Z 3 But 
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But when [I light on better food, I chen 

Say thoſe are wiſe, and thoſe the happy menu 
Thar live in plenty where they can behold 
Houſes and Lordſhips purchas'd with cheir Gold, 
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Ep13T1s XVI. By RT. 


To QUINTIUS. 
A Deſcription of a Good Man. 


< 
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$k me no more my Quintizr, whether T 

A. Can in my Farm grow rich by Husbandryy 
By theretail of Apples, Oyl, or Wine : 

View bur the Model of what I call mine. 

An intire Mountain, ſever'd by a low 

Vale, yer it 1s not alcogether {0 

Obſcure, but that the morning Sun looks on, 
The Evening airs it, e're he will begon. ' 
Youcau' bur praiſe the Climate : Come, what though 
My Quickſers are not Blackberry, or Slee, | 
The Keyxel does as well, if I can pleaſe, 

And fat my ſtock wich Acorns, take mine caſc 
Under a ſhady Oak, you mult confels 

To this, Tarentwm is a Wilderneſs. 

Wacter'd beſides with ſach a Spring, it may 
Adopt a River, Hebrss it ſelf, nay, 

Thrace cannot equal it, approv'd for all 

Head maladies s 'c1s a Purge natural, 

In Aztamm "cis this ſweet retirement pleaſes, 
This keeps me proof (believ't) againſt Diſeaſcs, 
Reme ſays, yes boaſts, you only happy are: 

All is not true men ſay : Indecd I fear 


They 


— } 
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They know more than your ſelf does : He chat wow 
Be ſo, muſt be nor only wiſe, but good. 

If at your Dinner you ſhould have a fic 

Of a chill Agze ſhake you, would you fic 
(Becauſe your Gefts ſay you look well) and cac 
Until you can no longer hold your meat? 
He us a modeft Fol that won't diſcloſe 

He has a clap before it reach his Noſe. 

If one ſhould cell you of a Yifory 

You lately had on Land, others by Sea, 
Buzzing into your ears, that it is known 

To Jove, you ſought Romwes ſafety, not you own : 
You know this is the great Anguſtu:'s Due. 

If when they call you Virtuoſo, do 

You make anſwer to the name, or can 

You ſay I am that learned Gentleman ? 

] do believe there's hardly one of us 


| Bur maybe ſomecimes ſtil'd ingenwons ; 


Yet he that ſaid fo, can you know unſay 

To Morrow all that e*re he (aid to day : 

As a brib'd Juſtice mult if Ceſar pleaſe, 

Give up his Patent, take his Writ of Eaſe. 

If che Utnconſtant Crowd ſhall ſay, Ler go, 

You aren'c the men we prais'd: it mult be ſo. 

What if I'me follow'd with a Hue and cry, 

Stop Thief, he has committed Burglary 3 

Or if my Pics Neighbours ſhould preſent 

Me, a Looſe Liver or incontinent. 

Nay what if at the Seſſions I am try'd 

By a Nice Fary for a Parricide z 

If I am ſure, and know my Conſcience clear, 

Shall I chen Bluſh, or elſe look Pale for fear ? 

Falſe Honour pleaſes, but falſe Infamy 

Aﬀright: : Whons ? Thoſe that love to hear a Ly, 
Z4 I won- 
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I wonder who *cis you call Good ; Your fine 
And learned Barriſter that can untwine 
Statutes, quote Reports, Books of Entires, parc 
The Lay, and ſplit our Juſtice to a hair 
Herthat can knowingly give Evidence, 

And ſmooth both Partics to a Reterence / 

Yer there 1s ſcarce one Houſe in the whole Town, 
Bur whiſpers this man Knave, for all his Gown. 
It my man cell me chus;. Sir, I nerc lay 

One night from home, or wrong'd you : muſt I ſay 
Begon? Tle never crouble thee ; It he 

Says he never commuted Felonie : 

Mult I not proſecute, bur ſay, Be tree, 

"T1S pity thou ſhould'*ſt e&'re be hang'd by me 3 
I ama Godly, Pious, Sober man ? Lo, 

Yes, yes 3 but do you think Sabellus can 
Believe all chis> The ppolf the trapeſchews, 
The Hazk and Kite fly the ſuſpeAted nooz?. 
Good Men will hate all Wickedn'ſs, becauſe _ 
They Vertu love mare than they fear the Lans. 
You it you think you can cheat handſomly, 
All's one, whether Clergy or Laity. 

Alchough ir is a ſmall loſs, if you nimn 

Bur one Bean from a Quarter, *c1s a (111. 

He's only counted honeſt now adays 

That the whole Pariſh looks upon, he prays 
And cries gen (o loud at Chrrch, although 
Sometimes if you hearken cloſe, he's as low 
Whiſpering ; Prichee ſweet Devil give mc lecve 
To chcat Dewout!y, butler none perceive. 

Give mc a Cloak tor all wy Knavery ; 

What's this man more than a Servanr ? or why 
D' ye call a Miſer, Freeman ? I have ſeen 

A Boy make both toe for a Groat of Tins 
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He that ſtill covets, ſtill fears: I don'c (ce 

What ground you have to ſay this man is free, 
Has fled his Colours, forſook the Ficld, which 
Flies to turmoil in bus'neſs and be rich. 

If you can fell your Pris'ner, never kill, 

Bar lethim ſerve you 3 lec che Hardy ll 

The Earth, turn Saylor, weather 't our at Sea, 
Import Biket ; 'ewill help the Granarie. 

He chat is cruly wiſe will dare thus to 

A Judge; Come Sir, let's hear the worſt you'l do : 
Why Ile ſeize upon your Goods, take away 

Your Money, Plate, nay all you*re worth : You may x 
You ſhall be kept cloſe pris'ner: NogT'le have 
Death bail me, I can never be a Slave : 

Thar touches him, ('twould any man) Do, Dy 
Firſt, Death ts the laſt Scene of Miſery. 


— —— 


EPiSTLE XVII. ByR.MN. 
To SCAVA. 


The way to get Great Mens Favonr, 


Cava, though thou art wiſe enough to tell 
How to make uſe of thy Super'ours well ; 
Yer learn of thy #nski/fsl Friend ; and though 
He chat isblind may undertake to ſhew 
The way z yer mark, perhaps I may make known 
Something thou wilt deſire to make thine own. 
If chou wilt hug thy ſelf wich welcome Eaſe, 
If Sleep till next days Sun ariſe doth pleaſe, 
If thou'rt diſturb'd with th' H#rry, and the Noiſe 
Ot Carts, and Coaches, and of Dans nze- Boys, 
I pre< 
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I prechee to thy Comntry- houſe repair ; 
For 'tis not Rich men only happy are ; 
Ner lives he ill, that lives and dies wnknown : 
Bur if thou'lt profic thine, and be more boon 
Unto thy ſelf, though poor, yet comeunto 
The Rich mans more delicious fare. 'Tis true 
The Cynick ſaid, that eAriſtippms would 
Refuſe the fare of Princes, if he could 
Dine patiently on Sallads; He again 
Said, that the Cynick would his Herbs diſdain, 
Did he bur know what 'ewasby King to be 
Feaſted. The Synick's ſaying points at me. 
Bur thou, my Friend, chooſe, and approve, and teach 
Either of both their doings and cheir ſpeech ; 
Or as thon art a young man yet, mark well 
Why eArifipprs bore away the Bell ; 
For he (as I by many oft have heard) 
That ſame moroſe Diogenes thus jeer'd, 
I jeſt for Kings, but to my profic 5 Thou 
Only for th' empry noiſe o'th* People 5 Now 
That's the more Noble. I coride the Kings 
Great Horſe defire, Thou aim'ſt ac baſer chings. 
Buc thou wilc ſay, Thou know'ſt no Poverty ; 
Yet poorer art, then he thar gives to thee, 
All ſorts of life did 4r5/ſtippns bleſs, | 
Aiming at great things, yer content with leſs ; 
Bur to thee none, whoſe only Robes and Fence 
Were noughr bur Rags and helpleſs Patience. 
If ſuch a corre of Life, ſo Traverſtee 
Can any man become, 'ris ſtrange ro me. 
Though eAriftippm ne're defire ro be 
Array'd in Robes ot Purple made, yet he 
Could wearthem ; yea he could in comely fore 


In Cleaths, or good, or bad himſelf deport. b 
| 0 
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To thee a Scarlet Cloak did more abhor, 

And rather fly it then a Snake, or (ur. 

Give him his Cloaths, elſe he with cold will dye, 
And thine, then ler the Fool his Forcunetry. 


Tartchieve great things, and Congwer, looks like Fove, 


It ſhews a yeach at things that are above, 
"Tis no diſgrace for Swbjefs ro comply 
With gen'rous Kings : all have not wealth laid by. 
Fear of Succeſs makes Cowards, be it ſo ; 
But he's the Man, that thorough ſtirch doth go z 
He 1s the Man, or none. One fcars to ask 
A Princes favour, 'tis too great a tas 
For his coo narrow Sonl. Another He 
Begs boldly, and obtains, If Vertue be 
Scill Vercue, doubt not, but thac man is wiſe 
Who asks ſo, that he gains both Praiſe and Prize. 
Poor men, if modeſt, will with tome obcain, 
While others ſawcily ſhall ask in vain ; 
Here's then che diff rence, whether your favours be 
Humbly receiv'd, or ſnatcht immodeſtly. 
The ſum of all we aim at chen here ends, 
Be meek and modeſt with thy Richer Friends. 
I have a Siſter wants a Portion, and 
A Mother poor, a Farm lies on my hand 
That can't maintain me ;z He that thus doth ſay, 
Dork in effe& beg Alms : another may 
Cant out his wants aloud, and keep a ſtir 
And cry, Give me one plece of Bread good Sir : 
A Crow, whilſt feeding, if he would not Gar, 
Would have leſs trouble and more Heat by far, 
One that is expert in the Migh-way Strains, + 
That of the birter cold, and ſtorms complains, 
That cries his Pocker's pickt, and his ſmall ſtore 
Of Money ſtoln, F»gg/es bur like a Whore, 


Who 
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Who weeps for her loſt Chain, or cries ah me! 
My Garter's raviſh'd from beneath my knee : 
Such common Cheats as theſe cake all beliet 
Prom real Loſſes, and from real Grief. 

He that is once thus chony'd, will ſoon bewarc 8 
Of helping ſuch as feigned Cripples are, ; 
And though a Canting Cripple begs with tears 

To be helprt up, and by O/ires (wears, 

And ſays, I'm lame, Ido nor mock, and then 

Cries out; O help, help me hard-hearted men / ; 
The Neighbours rayl ac him, and cry be gon : 
Get help (you raſcal) where you are nit known. - 


Fo 


E-x5rtz XVITL By 45, 
To LOLLIUS, ; 


How to be a good Companion. 
V Y blunt friend Lollizs, if T know thee right, 
Thou doſt abhor co play the Para/te, 
Where thou profeſleſt friendſhip ; for ſo far 
Differs a friend from a valc flatterer, 
As a grave Matron from a Strumpet, who 
Differ in mind, in lozþ, and geſture to9., 

But there's another vice asgrear as this, 
Thar is arough-hew'd clowniſh /arlineſ;, 
When men unmannerly, unpleaſant, rude, yy: 
Themſelves on others ſaucily obrrude ; | 
And indifcreetly blurt out words which be 
Linfic, aad call*c YVertz: and Liberty. 
«Vertut*s the mean betwixt two Vices, and 
<« From Vices us fenc'd in on evtry hand, 


| 
| 
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Some being obſequions more then does befic, 
Jeer ſuch as ar the low*r end of Table fit ; 
Bur when a great man nods, will tremble, and 
Whar e'rc he ſays repeat art ſecond hand ; 

AS a poor School-boy (ayshis leſſon Ore, 
Which his harſh Maſter dicted before. 
Or as the Mimick ecchoes back what ere 
Verſesor words by th' Afors ſpoken were. 

Others diſpate for rifles without end," 
And for Siraw-matters tooth and nail contend, 
Thcy'll rather loſe their ſhare in Heay'n then they 
Won't be believ'd in whatſoe're they ſay ; 

Or not ſpeak freely what comes in their brain, 
And that as impudently to maintain. 

Bur what's the Queſtion makes all this ado ? 
Which was the better Fencer of the two, 
Caſtor or Docilis 5 whether Appinm, 

Or Numicus lead to Brunduſium ; 

Who's out of his Eſtate by gaming run. 
Who by expenſive Wenching is undone, 
And what fantaſtick Fool goes ar a rate, 

In habit far above his mean eſtate. 

On whom th' inſatiate appetite of Gold 
And Silver has gor a perpetual hold ; 
Orelſe of {ome vyain-glorious fellow, which 
Makes it his bus'neſs to be counted rich. 

The wealthy Patren who 1s ten times more 
Skill'd inall Vices then he can that's poor, 
Hartes ſuch concerning talk, and does abhor it, 
And either hates the B/ab, or checks him for it, 

Like a good Mother to her Daughters, he 
Deſires that meaner men ſhould wiſer be 
Then ha himſelf 1s, and more vertwons too, 
And cells you things that are perhaps roo true, 


Strive 
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Strive nor wich me (ſays he) I've an Eſtate, 

And that in me will fohy tolerate ; 

You're a mean Fellow, and your Coat muſt be 

Cur as your Clothis : Don't compare with me. 

Entrapelu to whom hedid intend 

A miichief, he would coſtly habit ſend, 

Thar fo tranſported with that goodly hew, 

He might take up ſtrange hopes and counſels new, 

Sleep all che day, mind nothing bur his Whore, 

Run into debt, and grow at laſt ſo poor, 

He muſt turn Fencer, and for bread ſell's blood, 

Or drive Pack-Horſes tor alivelyhood. 

Other mens ſcerets never care to know z 

But if a friend into thy boſom throw 

A ſecret, and deſire thee to conceal it, 

Do nor, though ne're ſo drank or wad, reveal it. 

Thy own peculiar S:#4ies ne're commend, 

Nor what thy friend does fancy reprehend 

And if to hunt thy Patron minded be, 

Don'c chou lie puzling with thy Poetry, 

*'Twixt Zethus and Amphien, both twins, hence 

There did ariſe a peeviſh difference ; 

Zethws, a Countrey Gentleman, inclin'd 

To Hoxnds and Hawks ; Amphion, gave his mind 

Wholly co's Harp, bur laid it quite afide 

Uatil his brothers heat was pacifi'd, 

« In ſmall things, 'tis good prudence to reſign 

« Thy will to his whoſe pow'r ts more than thine. 

And when he brings into the Champain ground 

His hunting properties, Horns, Horſes, Hound, 

Lay by th' anſeciable Maſes then 

As recreations for old lazy men. 

Go hunt with him, then ſup and take chy ſhare, 

Of whar your ſports produc'dy be'c Bore,or Hare : 
| | _____ Among 
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Among the Romans 'tis a Recreation, 

Which is much us'd, and in great Reputation. 

Beſides *ewill make thee healthy, and live long, 

Eſpecially fince thou arc ſound and ſtrong, 

To keep in with the Dogs, and with the Bore, 

By thy own (trengrh to graple and o'repow'r ; 

Beſides *cis known that there*s not any man 

For feats of Arms like thee, or dares, or can. 

When thou didſt fence or wreſtle, oh ! how loud 

Rang thy Applauſes from th' admiring Crowd ? 

When but a boy che Sowldiers duty thou 

In the Cantabrian battcl didſt paſs through, 

Under that Gezeral, whoſe conquering Sword 

The Parthians hath to [taly reſtor'd ; 

And in their Temples hath ſer up again 

Thoſe Exnſigns which had been from Crafſ« tance. 
Do nor withdraw thy ſelf withouct a juſt 

Excuſe, nor lie {till char chy parts may ruſt, 

Alchough in all thy ations thou tak'ſt care 

They ſhould be done exattly by the ſquare ; 

Somerimes 1'th' Country, thou deſcend'ſt co coys, 

A8ing a Sea-fight with che lictle boys : 

Two formal Navies thou doſt then e ip, 

And armed Boysin both of them doſl (hipz 

On one fide for Mark, Anthony, thy Brother, 

Was Admiral; for Ceſar thou on t'other . 

Your Fathers liccle Lake was made by chee 

For this great Fight the Adriatich Sea, 

Where you the Aﬀian barrel acted o're, 

And ne re gave off cill one was ( onguerowr 
Andif thy wealthy Patron does once find 

Thee love thoſe things to which he gives his mind, 

Tickled with that he will excol co ch' skies 

This very Play, and chink thy folly wile, 


I would 
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I would adviſe thee furchermore (if thou 
Did(t ſtand in need of an adviſer now.) 
W« I/hen then doſt talk, of any man, take care 
« Of whom, to whom, and what thy ſpeeches are. 
« Shun him that « inquiſitive, for he 
& Fill be as guilty of Garralitie. 
* «And hu ſtill gaping ears itch toreveal 
« What ere hts friend intruſts him to conceal. 
« And *tis impoſſible e're to recall 
© One ſyllable which we have once let fall. 
And if thy Patron has a mind to toy 
Witha fair Lady, or a pretty Boy, 
To his great Houſe you muſt ſuch reverence bear, 
AS not co fall in love with either there : 
Leſt he that keeps chem ſhould prove ſo unkin 1 
Astodeny, and thou diſturb thy mind; 
Or (which is worſt) ſhould grant thee thy requeſt, 
And chou popt off with theſe, content mult reſt. 
&« At firſt ſight ne're commend a man, left thou 
* Hereafter binſh for him thou praiſeſt now ; 
For we are ſoon deceiy*d, and toa Friend 
We oft unworthy men and things commend ; . 
And thereforeif one, whom thou didſt ſuppolc, 
Was a good perſon, ſhould prove vitions, | 
And thcu beſo deceiv*d, praiſe him no more, 
Say thou'rt miſtaken, and ſo give him o're. 
But if a friend that to thee's throughly know! 
Bchind his back*s traduc'd by any one, 
Stick to him bravely; for our names depend 
o« [1 abſence on the conrage of a friend ; 
Ne*relet him careleſly endure a wrong 
From any Cow«rdly reproachful tongue. 
« For us t not plain, that who malicionſlie 
& Backbites thy friend, will do the ſame by thee ? cal 
*Whes 
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* When thy next rs" ig houſe 44 all on fre - 
*'T thy concern to make hus flames expire ;\ ©. © 
&« For fire will gather ſtrength if let alone rat? 
&« 4nd with thy neighbours honſe * burn down thine 01M, 
By unexperienc'd men 'tis thought to bez | 
To wait on Great men great felicity ; 
But ſuch as know what *ris, care not to come 
Among Great men, but count them troxbleſope. 
For thy part now into the World cv? arc gots: 
Make ir chy buſineſs cogo on, and nor 
Permir thy Veſſel to ſail back again P 
What e're contrary Winds diſturb che Aain. 
« 4 merry man abhors a man that's ſad, 
« And ſad men hate all merry men as bad. 
«A dull man hates an ative man, and (6 
« A ſprightly perſon ſcorns 4 man that's ſlow. 
The fzdling fellows, who paſt midnight drink, 
Hare ſuchas from their proffer'd glaſſes ſhrink : 
Though thoſe thar do refute them truly ſwear 
Wine vaperrs in the night pernicious are. 
Look cheerfully 1 in company z, for-he 
That's ſharwefac*t's generally thought to be 
A fellow of mean birth and ſpirir, and all 
Thoſe that fit hlent men do dogged call, 
Burt above all converſe wichiwiſe men {ill, 
And read good Books, and learn from thoſe the skill 
How thou mayſt eafily pals chrough this World, 
And not be vex*d and up and down be hnrid: 
By at inſatiate deſire, vain fear, 
Or hopes of things that of ſmall moment are, 
Conſider whether Yertne be produc'd 
By /earning, or by nature be 1ntus'd.; 
What leſſens, cares ; what makes a man to be 
A friend © him! af ; whence pure tranquillity | 
A a Preceeds; 
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Procceds, txom Honour, or beloved wealth, 

Or from a Lite led (as it were) by ftealth, 
When I do to my Conntry Farm retreat, 

By thoſe £60l ſtreams which merefreſh in hear, 

Whar doſt chou think I think upon? or whar 

Belicy'ſt chou, if I could, ] would be at ? 

I only pray chat ſmall £fate, which 1 

New have, may tarry with mel I dic. 

And thoſe few days which T have yer to live, 

(If Heay*n ro me any mere days will give) 

I may enjoy my (elf; of Books have ſtore, and 

Have neceſlaries for a year before-hand ; 

Thar I may never float 'twixt Hope and Doubr, 

What an #ncertain Hour may bring abour, 
&« But 'tis enough to pray thoſe heavnly Powers 

© Who give and take at Will what we call Onys. 
If I bu live, and have my Pockets lin'd, 
Ler me alone to get a quiet Mind. 
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To MECANAS, 


A Diſcourſe of Poetry. 


Earned Mecenas, it you'll credit give 
Toold Cratinw, not a Verle can live, 
Nor long be pleaſant cons, which is writ 
By ſuch as from meer water ſnck their wit. 
Since Liber has been pleas'd to rank all ſuclt 

As have of Raptere atranſcendent rouch, 
"Mong Fawnrand Satyrs, the delightfom Nine 
Did almoſt every morning ſmell of ine, 
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And Homers praiſing Wine, made Poets chink 
The good old Man did much delight in drink. 
Hence Fuuhcr £anims would not wricca Lune, 
Till hc had firſt gor a good doſe of Wine. 
The Politichs and great Attairs at Bar 
We leave co hole that grave and ſober are, 
Bur « c'll wichhold from ſuch ſoy ſouls as theirs; 
The lugh Prerogative of writing Ve+ſe. 
As ſoon as this was publickly declar'd, 
All Poets up the brimtul Goblet rear'd; 
And for the Lawrelall nightlong they druvk, 
And the next day of Wine all Poets ſtunk. 
But. was this Poetry ? Shall every one 6 
That with a ſ#rly look, and ſhabbed Gown 
Walks wichour ſhoos and ſtockins through the 7 07%, 
As repreſenting learned Cato, ſtraight 
His virtwes and good #2anners imitate ? 
When Hyartita aim'd to gain the gloty 
Of rare Timagenes for Oratory, 
Serving to ſpeak with Eloquence and Wit, 
He ſtrain'd his Voice, fo thac his Lungs were fplic; 
« A pattern does delude a man when "ts 
« Only purſnd in that abich i amiſs. 
Should I by chance look pale ; Poers would fall 
To driuking Ca#mmin-(ceds to look fo all. 
Oh ſervile herd of Izpitators, whio 
Make me boch angry with, and laugh at you, 
And the baſe Drudgery which you're torc'd to Go! 
'Twas I firlt {er my daring toot, where none 
Had ever crod aftep, bu: 1 alone. 
© Who oa's own natural f.incy dots rely, 
« Leads as a Captain dies his Company. 
"Twas | cher fi. ft che Rowan: wd inipure 
With $11] co wane Jambicks for their Lyace = 
Aa2 11g 
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The uambers and che ſpirit I parlw'd 
Ot old Archilochus, but Ieſchew?d 
His railing matrer and inveftive way) 
Which made poor old Lycambe to deſtroy 
His daughter and Ivmſelf; yer T hope you 
Think not the Lanrel 15 co me leſs duc, 
Becauſe I have ben fearful co invert 
The very mode of Verſes, and che Art. 
The Maſc'line Sappho did thar muſe allay, 
Which was harſhin Archilschus his way, 
So did Alcews too, but different far 
In matter and in mechod rheir lincs are, 
They ſought no facher in law to rhime to death, 
Nor made enraged wives refigy their breath, 
I bethg mx/ical, him firſt did cake, 
And fit to th Ri»zan lyre his numbers make, 
Which never any durft attempe till chen, 
An|*ciSmy glory that ingenious men 
Sach things as mine may come at and peruſe, 
Asnce're were touch'd by any other Maſe. 
Now it you would the reaſon know why ſome 
{/ngrateful Readers will cry up at home, 
And hug my verſcs, bur to all abroad 
Baſcly contemn thole lines they ſo applaud; 
T'm none of thoſe who ſaeakingly will court 
The windy ſ»ffr:ge of the Valzpar ſort 
With my caſt cloaths, nor with a coſtly Treat, 
I, thac have heard the nobleſt wits repeat, 
And jude'd their Verſcs too, {corn to comply 
With for mal pedagrgnes to teach their Fry 
My Verſcs, nor am I fondly ecl:gh:cd, 
When they in publick Pa/pits are recited, 
Hence ſprings my miſery ! and now 1t I 
Shonld fay (whuch I can ſay ingemiontly) 


——_ 
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T am aſham'd Comedians ſhould reherſe 
My worthleſs lines in crowded Theaters, 
And by their tone and a@on make thoſe ſeem 
Inzemous, which have no wit in them ; 
Some envious fellow will ſay, Horace, this 
Only a copy of thy countenance 1s, . 
Thou doſt preſerve thy Poems only for 
The Princely cars of our great Emperor 
Preſuming thar none other but thy Aſuſe 
(Vain-gloricus Fop) good Poems can produce, 
I dare notlangh ar this, left I ſhould be 
More wounded by my ſfrupg/gng enemy. 
I'm fain to cry outy I don't hike the place, 
And as my righc demand a breathing ipace. 
Fooling 1n jeſt oft teartul rife begers, 
And (trite for viftory producerh pers ; 
From ſudden pets do deadly fewds proceed, 


And deadly feds deſtraRtive wars do breed. 
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EPISTLE XX. By A. B, 
To bs BOOK. 
A Charaler of himſelf, 


Ell Book, thou on the Stationeys ſtall wilc lis, 
Bound ncatly to allure the gazers cye 
Thou har'ſt to be ſeal'd up, or elſe confin'd, 
Which are things gratef#lro a modeſt mind. 
'Tis grievous to thee to be ſhewn to few, 
All thy ambition 1s for publick view, 


| Thy f ther has not bred nor caught thee ſo ; 


Bur get wee gone, fince thou'lt a mind to go. 
AaZ3 When 
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When once thou'rt gone, thou'lr ne*re recurn agen 5 
When thou'rt abus'd by the half-witted men, 
Thow'le fay ; alas ! wherein am I ro blame ? 

What havc I donc, or ſaid, tha: miſ-became ? 
Thou wilc repent, what thou haſt raſhly done, 
And what attempt thy pride threw thee upon. 
When chou ſhalt find the Reader who ke nerge® 
Thee ſo at firſt, become both cloy'd and tyr'd, 
And rowl chee up, and lay thee quite aſide. 

But it 'm noc with anger Stapifi'd, 

At this offence of thine, I can foretell 

Thou wilcat Rowe be entertain'd full well, 
While chou art nz, but when thou'rt ſufjed grown 
By vulgar T6ambs, thou wilc be let alone 

For the dull z59;hs, or ſent to foreign parts, 

To cover Letters, or put under T arts. 

Then I who unbclicv'd, adwoniſh'd thee 

Ot all theſe things, (hall Jaueh as heartihe 

Art thy msfurtune, as he who did paſs 

O're a ſteep cliff with an unruly Aſs, 

Who playingrcſty tricks ſo ſtirr'd the Gall 

Ot's after, that he let him looſe to fall ; 

Nay thruſt him down the Regks, for who will fay 
(Quoth he) what's minded to be gone away ? 

This will befa)l thee too, thou wilt at laſt 
Among old doating Scheolmaſters be caſt, 

Who in (mall Yillages and far remore 

When the warm S#n has a full audience brought, 
W1ll read thee to their boys, chen thou may it ſay, 
I'm ſon of one who was a flave made free, 

Born to a mean Eſtate, bur have increaſt 

Ir ſo, my wings are greater than my nef. 

What fron my Anceffors thou tak'ſt away 

Of fame, thou co-my 1ndo/try muſt pay. 


Y was 
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I was companion to the beſt o'ch* Town, 
Whether chey were for Arms, or tor the Gown, 
Of a ſmall fatwre, gray betere my time, 

And much dchighted with a warmer clime. 
Soon angry, and ſoon pleas'd ; it any do, 

How old -I am, of thee deſire to know ; 

Tcl chem I'm 44 years old this year, 

When Lepidis and Lollirs Conltuls are, 
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EPpiSTLE I. By Su W.P. 
To AUGUSTUS. 
A Diſcoarfe of Poetry, 


Hen you alone ſo many and fo great 
Afﬀairsdiſpatch, of War and Peacedo treat, 

Still chinking how to ſave che State from harms 
By who llom Laws, good Aſanners, and juſt Arms ; 
I thould the Publick wrong, and croſs that end 
With tedious talk your precious time to ſpend, 

Romnl:s thartt unded Rowe, and Bacchnu who 
Invented J/in!, whereby Men preat things do, 
Though they w vereafcer deach recciv'd aNOng 
The Gods, yct living did complain of wrong 
For chough the promnd from weedsand| bryers they freed, 
Taught and made men on delic. 22s to feed, 
Compos 'd thac common War and —— waich 


Mave men Ike Berfts;, To cack mans 02, did pitc] 
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Juſt bounds, did plant che Earth with Flowers & Praits ; 
Yea built men Cities: 'yerthe World, like Brates, 
Ne're knew, or found their worth, till *rwas roo late, 
Till thoſe brave ſouls had paſs'd the Common fate, 
Nor he, that cruſht the Hydra, and ſubdned 
Prodigious Monſters, when for reward he ſucd, 
Could ever iror caſe obtain; for ſtill 
Envy would ſay*s exploits were mean or ill, 

So he, who doth with new or nobler Arts 

Aſſiſt the world, ſhall never win their hearts; 

zur him alive they?Il laugh ar and deſpiſe, 
Whom when he's dead they will extol to thi? skies, 

Yer Sir to you, (though living) men allow 

Honours divine, by you they'll ſwear, they'll vow 
Upon your Altars, and confeſs that never 
50 great a thing appear*d, nor ſhall doever. 

Now though the world be very juſt and wiſe 
In this one point, that in cheir eritick eyes 
You do excel all Gr:ek and Roman Kings, 
Yet they don'c juſtly jxdge of orher things, 
But loath or cnvy every thing but what 
Is dead or gone, or which cannot be gots 
So Loversof Antiquity do praiſe 
The Laws and Caſtomsof forgotten days, 
Applaud choſe Arcicles and chat antient deed 
To,which the Sabines and Gabiiagreed ; 

Admire the Litargies and Rituals 
Found in che Ruines of old a Abby walls. 

Becauſe the Writings of the Greeks we deem 

So much the betrer as they older ſcem : 
It we ſhould judge the ſame of whar 1s here 
Burt [ately writ, we might as well infer 
That Olives have no ſtones, nor Nuts no (hell ; 
For how one follows Cother I can'r tell. 


We're 
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We're now at Rozxe arrived to the height, 

As well's the Greeks ; We paint) and fing, and fight. 
Ft age do better Yerſe, like Wine, how long 

Maft Yerſes lie before chey*re ſmart and ſtrong ? 
A Poer dy'd an hundred years ago, 

Shall he be recxon*d as new Aft or no ? 

Or for old wholſom Wine ? Well ! let him paſs. 
Another wants a year, or lets: Alas | 
Shall he loſe theretore all > Let him paſs too z 
Another wents a little more ; Let's do 

Fhe like for him ; The whole Horſe-tail we may 
Thus hair by hair ac length pluck quire away. 

He that conſults che Annals, or counts Years, 
Totry if Verſe be good, T? whom nought appears 
Exc'llent, bat what has paſs'd the Grave, may (ce 
How wiſe and mighty Ennims, (even he 
Who's call'd another Homer) did not care 
How ill his Promiſes performed were. 

Nevins is got by heart and dearly fold ; 

« $9 ſacred are bu #:rhs becauſe they're old. 

Which of theſe rwo is beſt, Men cannot cell ; 

For Learning old Pacxvim bears the bell. 

Accira high {trains are praiicdy Afraniu Pen 
Makes us belicve Menander wrote agen. 

Pl autus reſembles Epicharmus ; weight 

Commends Cacilins, Terence gentle flight. 
Their Plays do throng the Stage, from Livies days 
Down to our times, Theſc Men have worn the Bays 
&« Somzetinge the Vulgus hit, ſometime they miſs, 

For when they ſay, That nothing Modern 15 

Equal co what is 3/4, much leſs preferr*d, 

T boldly ſay, The YV«lgar they have err'd. 

Bur if they'll yicld, That Ancients Wits have uſed 


Words oblolcte or harſh, and have amuſed Fl 
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Mcn with their eareleſs Thoughts,my hand and hearc 
Shall joyn with them, and Fove thall rake our parr. 
I'ld not explode, or (corn poor Livy's Verſe, 

Nor yet what School-boys ſometimes may reherſe. 
But would n't have't admir'd, becauſe by chance 
Soine fingle Phraſe proves good, or that a glance 

Of wir does twink/e through the clowdy sxy 

Ot vaprom or tempeſt non; Poetry, 

I cake ic 1ll, That Men find fault, becauſc 
A thing was lacely writ, not for its flaws, 

Or botches ; Yea, mechinks I could lament, 
That Docers on ſtalc ſtuff are nor content 

Wich pardon and connivence at ſome lines 

Scap't trom the Ancients, bur cry, bays and ſhrines ! 

It one but doubis, Whether the Stage ſhould be 
Strew*d o*re with Flowers and Saffron, when we (ce 
Atta's things playd, Our Gray-beards in a tame 
Cry Modeſty is gone : If one preſume 
Tong, that Roſciz ever fail d a ritcle, 

They re angry too, becauſe they value little 

Bat whatthey valued young, or elſc becauſe 

T hey ſcorn from younger men to take new laws. 
Now he that ſays th* old Saliar Verſe was high, 
Seeming to know, who knows no more than I, 
Docs not applaud the Autbors of thoſe Songs) 
But by his exvy, us and our Wits wrongs. 

If che old Greeks like us, would nor allow 
Ought that was new, whar ſhall be ancienc now ? 
Lipon whoſe Works might we now ſafely look 
To read and con them as a claſſick Book ? 

When War was paſt in Greece, when Wealth and Eaſe 
Diſpos'd men there co ſtudy, what did pleaſe? 
Sometimes to Fence, or Vaxlt, or th Horſe to ride 
Sometimes to carving chey their minds apply'd ; 


| 
© 
| « 


| Why firſtof all no covetous Canker laris 
Wirhin a Peet ; nonghc can hs ſoul intrude, 


But liow to fancy finely, and r' allude ; 
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Or elſe ro Painting, where t'1'y d ni cely (ec 
How Ordnance draught a nd Colonrs did agree. 


Sometimes 'rwas Dancing, V7: __ _ege sand Stagey 


Thar prov'd che plcaſarcs of that wanton Age 3 

So does a Chiid cry co his Nuuſe for !oyz, 

Thar are contemned by rhe hi o2tr boys, 

© Fyr, nhich of ol the thin? 75 þ hate oy I: ye, 

« Don t ch. noe ? Or wh ch re f rbunes p!: _ al-ove ? 

* Tous from a priſp:;rons $5iate and plenty [prings 
a _Y tht os hes ft to th; "97 EMA 
At Rome "ewas nevetotore a credit, and 

A Mode in ones Office or Sho? to ſtand 

Waiting for Cuſtomers an Cl enrs, all 

Tiic mornin, tolet out money, toc all 

On young men to b «chrif fy, and to hear 

Od mens ay '1ce, £11125 went alour che \ y Car » 

But now the worl'! wd ano'd, one hamor rans 
Through ev ry ve ; the Lamers write Lamprogs, 
AMerchants WE 3 coley Traqc's tor Bays, 
Your Gouiy Stateſn#2 too vent*rous at Ploys > 
Ev'n I chachave renonnc'd all / Poetrics 
Sics of the [c!t-ſame [tch of writing lie. 

For bctore day, when 03 1e can'clee to fcrawl, 
Do ! ſcarce wak d tor Pcn and Paper call. 

&«& Fe that was n- re at Sen, wiſely refuſes 

«To ſail a Ship, He likewiſe that ne're nſcs 

, Toprattiſe Phyllis, dares not to di, ſpenſs 
« Strong Parges, nor hee it ftapities the Fenfe. 

© Smiths do make Locks, and only Taylors c/othes 
« But th:y write Verle, that never could write Pre ie, 


: | 
Now let's conftider, What good this Eamaor works 


When 
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When g; odsare ft, when ſervants run away, 
When cx 15 paid, when floods the banks deſtroy, 
He caresn'r, ploc $ ” trick co cheat mis friend 
Or £0 evour h1 W.#d ; toro what end 
Should men Go { , wh o can cat Bread an Choele, 
Wrar tovced Stockings and be warm in fricz ? 
Poets 11 Peace COnti 1dr; able arc hs, 
Thougi chey are ulele!s jn che cimnes 08 war, 
Now if you Il granc that ſmallehings may improv? 
Gzcarcit affairs, we muſt our Poets l we. 
For tirit chey reach cur chil-!ren how to [peas 
)laiu and diſtinct, from ccll: ng lycs*em brea', 
Ciude 'em tor calling Nawes,Curkog and Qari's; 
Mac chem ſay Prayers, and ecp clan their Clorhcs. 
Poets wrice Story, and by cxample reach, 
Tacy comtorts to the ſick and needy preaciz, 
Wu Buys and Girlsdo in Proceſſion ſing 
Anthems and Hymns, that Gad w ould blcſs tne King, 
Send Rain or Harveſt- weathe er, ſave the frair, 
Scop Plagues, and grant 'em auy otherſuic, 
Pit nor the Poet chat makes thofe heavenly charms, 
And does more by *cmn, than by Martial Arms? 
Old Husbandmen and #1rthies, {ach as could 
Be happy with a lactle, herecoftore would 
(Atrer their Corn washouſed, or Sheep were thorn, 
With Wite and Barns, and others w no ad Dorn 
Parr 1n thoſe labeurs) mae an Holy-day 
Kill a fat Pig, car Cream, drinx Wine _ Das 
Give Sacrifice, and ting co tl heavenly Powers 
What Poets compos d ar their earls Hours, 
Feſcennine | freedom by tl1s means did gr 
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Such w hoſe «1 (ah dift ich, l' CcOu ric 7 LIE 5 « | id {10% 5 
This freedom for a v bile b pait well enough, 
Unil at length it grew {0 rar and cough, 
£ 
2. 
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So dirry and down-righr, not ſparing any, 

Though nt're ſo worthy men : Ar length when many 

Had been abus'd, the few char had ſ{cap'd free 

Took care thence forward, that rio more ſhould be 
Making a penal Law, by which g00d men 

Grew ſafe from th' peylon of Satyick Pen. 

Thus Rhimers were reduc'd for fear of drubbing 

When no Scab was, quite to refrain from rubbing. 
 Geece being taken by the Romans, took 

Its Conquerours ; from thence camc Art and Book 

Into rude /taly, thenceforth the Rhimes 

That were in alc in the Satarnine Times, 

Were obſolete; and as we grew morerich 

In Things and Thoughts, ſo was improv'd our Speech. 

*T was a great while before our minds we benc 

To read Greek Authors, and learn whar they meant $ 

Till being in Peace, then when the Panick War 

Was well compos'd, the Romans waded far 

In Seph'cles, Theſpis, arid e/&ſchylua too, 

Trying what they could in Tranſlating do. 

They did ſueceed ; their ſmart and lotry Wit 

The Tragic vein with grace chongh d1d hit, 

Coms'dy they thought (becauſe it's ſubje& was 

Trivial and mean) wascafic ; But alas! 

They did not dream how little pardon'sgivin 

To che poor Comick: How hard was Plantar driv\n, 

The am'rous Young mans humor to make good, 
And his ciirmndging Fathers underſtood : 

And paint the plocring Pimp ? Per ſennas Pen 
Deſcrib'd with pains the flatt'ring Trencher-norn; 

How flightly are perform'd ſome other parts 

By choſe that nothing clſe lay to their hearts, 

Buc co ger Money? Let their Box to th' brim 

Be fill'd, they eaxe nor, if ch Play fink or {\wims 

Him 
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Him that Y ain- glory ſtirs co write a Play, 
How doth Sp:@ators negligence dilmay, 
As when they gazc and gape, and give no heed? 
Burt then, What joy does good attention breed ? 
&« $9 ſlight and ſmall a matter quells or raiſes 
&« ind: that too much offe&t the peoples praiſes. 
Adicu all writing Plays, if ſo be char 
I pine when 6iſs'4, or when I'm humm?d grow fat. « 
Bold and ſound Poets ſometimes are caſt down, 
Ev'n when the ſcoundrel Rabble of the Town, 
Sailers and Butchers being quickly full 
And glucred with ſtrong Senſe, call for the Bull 3 


Or Fencers (ect together by che Ears : 
Though when the berter ſorc, and men of skill 
Grow weary too, the Play "ris like was ill. 

When men have fate a good while ar the Play, 
And in diſpnf thall flock apace away, 
Thecnis brought forth a pinnion'd King, and ſhown 
Wagons of caprive Dames, Corinth o*rethrown 
In paſtboard models: Demoeritur would ſneer 
At ſuch poor tricks, it he again were here ; 
He'd laugh to ſee a ſporred Dromedary, 
Spectators eyes oft from the Play to carry ; 
In marking chem he would more pleaſure find, 
So pleaſing *cis t* obſerve the peoples mind. 
Moreover he conſidering what a din, 
Noiſe and confufion all the ſtage is in, 
Might think the flighted Poer did reherſc 
Linto deaf Aﬀes his clab'rate Verſe. 

For when the Actors firſt appear well clad 
In Perſian Silk, the People all like mad 
Hum and clap hands, not tor their exc*llew ſaying 
Bac for chcir Cloches and Purple gay arraymg, 


Now 
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Now lcſt you think, tac T diſparage what 
I cannot undeafland, or rcllich not ; 
I grant, tlrat ſuch a Poez may climb a Steeple 
Up by a ſmall ſlack rope, who can the people 
Anger, appeaſe, make laugh, or weep, or fear 3 
Whisk 'em to Athens, or Thebes, or keep chem hete ; 
Who by meer Words, can thus command mens fancy, 
Is maſter in Poctick Necromancy. 
Such men inceurage, and withal thoſe who 
Can the ſame thing without Dramaticks do 
For theſe you mult provide, if you defire 
To blow ſtrong flames out of Poetich fire ; 
Or if youl'd (ſharpen Wit, and make colletion 
Of pieces neereſt ro divine perfection, 
We Poets wrong our ſelves, (and I offend 
As oft as others) when we Books commend 
Into your hands, when you perhaps are tired, 
Or in the Bogs of ſome diſaſter mired. 
Then, when wevcx that any chough our friend, 
Should bur one Verſe ev*n gently reprehend ; 
Or when we reading our own Verſe, repeat 
As Cad tobe rechew?d what's taſHeſs meac : 
When full of our own ſenſe, we do complain 
Thar no man throughly weighs our skill and pain ; 
And when we think, that you great Sir as ſoon 
As ere we write, are bound to give a Boon, 
That you (hould bid us write the Second Part, 
And ſay reward ſhall cqual our Deſerr ; 
How c're *cis good to know, with whom to truſt 
Greac deeds, and who can ſave *'m from the duſt. 
Cher'lus ſo well did Alexander pleaſe 
' With Verſes not quite worth ſo many Peaſe, 
As thar the fort*nate Bard, Medals and Coins 


Of precious Gold got for his Leaden lines, 
Some 
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Some Poers foul more with their dirty Pen 
Then can be clean'd again by bertrer Men. | 
That Prod'gal Prince who bought choſe ſimple Rhimes 
At ſuch a rate, was wiſe at other times, 
\ Forbidding all but great eApelles hand 
To draw hisPi&urez Nay he did command 
That none ſhould mold the figure of his face 
Except Lyſippe, who did it with grace. 
Had this vain Prince no more $kill in diſcerning 
The hands of Arti/ts, then the men of Learning, 
One might have call'd him Thick-sksl, and have {worn, 
Thar in ſome foggy air he had been born, 
Bur you are not abus'd in any fort 
By th' Gifts and Charafer and fair Report 
Beſtow'd on Virgil and on FYarim, then 
Whom are not bercer, cicher Wits or en. 
The ſhapes of famous men are not ſo clear 
In graven Braſs, as do their minds appear 
In well-pen'd Words: for my part I had choſe 
(Racher chan broken Rhimes, reſembling Proſe) 
To write heroick Verſe, and theſe on you) 
That all che world might your atchievements know 3 
I would deſcrive che Cofties you have won, 
And winding Rivers that below 'em run. 
I would choſe barb*rous Kingdoms repreſent, | 
The peace which you have forc'd where e're you went? 
Then Fanizs Temple I'de expole to view, 
And Kome by th' Parthians tear'd,whilſt ruPd by you- 
Bur Sir, low Verſecannot your Highnfs grace, 
Wherctore c* atrempt it I have nor che tace, 
For me co be pragmatical might prove 
Your trouble, noc my duty and my love ? 
Beſides, if 1 fell ſhorc rodo you right, = 
« My faults would be remembred ouc of f pight ; 
B b For 
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F. 1 Readcis (o malicious now are grown, 

What's bad they'll con, what's good they ler alone, 
] hate ſuch kindneſs as offends, and his 

That draws my Picture uglier than 1t 18. 

Though gayly dreſt, I value nor a ruth 

The gawdy praiſes that muſt make me bluſh, 

And dread to have my Name bedawb'd on Papers 
Fir but to light Tobacco-pipes and Tapers ; 

Or elſe ro wrap up wares of licrle price 

In Chandlers Shops, at beſt bur Plums and Spice. 


—_— 


EepxsSTLE ult, By 7.D. 
Te JULIUS FLORUS. 


Another Diſcourſe of Poetry. 


ID Rave Nere's Favourite, My Julins 

(I anſwer your complaining letcer thus) 
Suppoſe one had to ſ{cll, and you would buy 
A Boy at T ibur born, or Gabii, 
The owner plainly tells you 5 Sir you ſee, 
He's [morth, and fair, of perfe(t Symmetrie 
In all his parts; and without more diſcourſe, 
Give me but ſo much money, he u yours, 
Thu 1 dare vouch, he's apt, and quick to ſpie 
The ſmalleſt mitions of your hand, or eye. 
He hath a little Greth , and being young 
Atay yet improve, he's pretty good at ſong : 
©* Bat earneſt praiſing Merchants ofr SH 
** Their cafe, more than the goodneſs of their Ware, 
T1 have noneed to ſell, my ſtocks but ſmall, 
7t what ſmall flock 1 have, my own I call, 

Ple 


Book II. EPFISFELMAE 371 


[— A mg ——_—_ 


[le tell you thrrefore all the worſt 1 know, 
Which [ believe, none of the tride mould do. 
The truth 1s, ence he p!ay'd the idle Boy, 
And fearing to be beaten ran away ; 
Now Lake, or Leave 5 May he not fafely now 
Receive his money, having told you fo ? 
Why thould you ſue, or call him cheat, when as 
He cold you what an Idle Rogwe it was ? 
Yet fo you deal in chiding me ; you know, 
I cold you likewiſe &'re you went, how flow 
I am in writing Letters, that as ſoon 
You might almoſt make any Cripple run 
Pur yer you {till complain of me, and chide 
Becaule I do not write ; Nay, and bchide 
You (ay I promis'd Verſes; Bur for that, 
Pray hear a ſtory that I thall relate, 

. One of Lacsl/us {ouldiers went abroad 
To forage, and deatly having earn'd his load, 
In very pleaſant manner, down he lies, | 
And /nores all night, Bure're he chought to riſe, 
All his Provant was gone 3 With that as keen 
As a (he Wolf, he falls co Rave, and Grin, 
Mad wich himſelf, no leſs than with his foes, 
And careleſs which ſhould die for'r, out he goes 
Gnathing his teech, and whoſoe're he mer, 
He looke as fierce, as though he wonld him cat. 
In this high R ge, heſtorm'd a Fort hunſelf 
Thac was well tortifi'd, and ſtr'd with weal hy 
And laid about him with ſuch force, they lay, 
As made the Gy rr4ds give place, and run away 
For which exploit his very name was fear'd, 
And 7 howſands g1v'nhim as ajuſt Reward. 
$20n ater chis, the Preters mind being bent 


To rake aceitain (aftle, {traighthe fnt 
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To this great famous Sowldier, and began 

T* exhort him by the name of gallant man, 
Us'd all the eHrgaments, apt to excite 

With Words, enongh-co make a Coward fight. 
The (own wiſer than fo, crics 3” Pray Sir hold, 
Such work becomes poor fellows, 1 have Gold. 
(Now toapply this) I ar Rome was bred, 

And for ſome time the Poets there I read ; 

Art Athens next, where I learnt to deſcry 

The Trath from fallhood by Philoſophy ; 

But che unhappy times hinder'd my ſtay 

In char ſweet place, and harry'd me away 
From Books ro Arms, and then I was cngag'd 
I'h' Pars which Brutus with Auguſtus wag'd, 
But e're long Bratzs being overcome, 

I narrowly ſcap*c from Philippi home, 

Stript, and as poor as poſſible, and chen 
Having no way to live, but by my Pen, 
Straight T berook my elf ro ver fie, 
Inſtrutted by 1ngenious Povertie. 

But now grown paſt all needs (cs pore on ſad 
Dull Poetry, would not men think me mad? ) 
I'm of the Souldiers mind, Ile fleep and Feed, 
Why ſhould I not? let th:m take pains that need. 
I find I'm growing c/d, and every year 
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Steals ſomewhat trom me ; Venus, Mirth, and Chear, | 

Zegin to loſe their Gu? ; My Wits decline, * 

And my Petickh vein grows dry with time. 

What e're I have been, I am ſcarce the ſame, | 

And will you have me dance now Iam lame? | 
But if I did my faculty retain, 

A \l would not like ic; you che Lyrick (train | 


Do beſt affet 3: a fecond he commends 
Hopping Jawbjcks, and a third contends 


That 
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That nothing's good bur what's Satyrical ; 

And how is poſſible to pleaſe you all ? 

Juſt fo, as chough I ſhould three friends invire, 
| And each one of a different appetite ; 

Sir, Shall 1 help you here ? No; I'm for this, 
And, What think you ? I'm for the ocher diſh. 
Are you ſo too ? No Sir, 1 thank you, 1 

Like the firſt beſt: So *is in Poetry. 

Beſides all this, I wonder, you can gueſs 
| Amidlt thelabours and diſturbances 
Of this baſe buſie Town, I ſhould have reſt 
To writea word. One comes and makes requeſt, 
I would be ſarety for him; Afeer this 
I'm call'd ro hear the Poets Exerciſe; 

I've friends to vitit too 3 one inthe Quirine, 
Th' other (a fair diſtance) in the Aventine. 

Bur yer you'll ſay, the frets are fine, and (hill, 
And one may walk, and chink of what he will, 
(0h mighty quiet, fit for th' ears of Kings ! 
Theſe Carts and Coaches are ſuch ſilent things.) 

Here one comes with his 24xles, all in a ſwear, 
Who us'd to bring home Carriages with meat ; 
There creaks an Engine, which the Bai/dey uſcs 
To wind up 7 iwber to the tops of houſes, 

Here goes a Funeral, and there a Dr ay 
Scanding arhwart the ſtreet blocks up their way, 
Now a ad Dog directly art me makes; . 

Anon, I meet a Sow our of a Fakes, 

(And muſt give her the wall) midft all this diny 
Is'r nor a ſweet place ro make Yerſes in? 

& Poets true Bacchus Tribe, like big rejoyce 
« To ſleepin ſhades, far from-the Cities miſe. 
| And would you have me do, as they have done, 


Although I live in this lewd bauling Town ? 
Bb 3 'Tis 
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'T1s no rare thing to ſce ſome that have ſpent 
Seven years at Athens, in their ſtudies pent, 
Reading their eyes almoſt out ; who ver after 
Rerumn dumb objeats of the peoples laughter, 
(And neither ſay nor write) here I am coſt, 
And in a ſtorms of trouble well nigh loſt : 

How can I grant, or you of me defire, 
To ſing {weet Lyricks to the joytul Lyre ? 


Ar Rome, two Brothers were; this ſtudied Law, 


That wasa Rhetor ; both fo given ro claw 

Each other, that cheir whole diſcourſe was /ics 

In praiſe of one anorhers faculties 

Thar call'd this Gracchas, He him Autims. 

Do not we Poets play the fool juſt chus? 

I merry Lyricks write, Another he 

' Being more grave, delights in Elegie : 

Yet borh, as though undoubtedly inſpir'd 

With all che Vine, cxpe&t to be admir'd. 

Do but obſerve, with what a ſtatcly grace 

We ſtalk, and look round the reciting place. 

Bur what great matter bring we, that thou!d raiſe 

Our Expeftations to be crown'd with Bays? 

The Samenites us, and we the Samnites wall, 

And yet we made the Samnites yield at laſt, 

O rare ! now he proteſts I ſhall no more 

Be Horace, but Alcew; I adore 

Him as Callimachss, but that's too little, 

Then he's Mimnermu, or ſome greater title. 
Theſe waſpiſh Poets thus I'm faign to plealc, 

When I write, thac T may gain their Suffrages. 

Bat Ie be plagu'd no more ; The neither write 

Henceforch my ſelf, nor hear when they recite. 

Verſes indeed if bad, there's nothing worſe, 

No more ridicn/;ns, yet ſome tools of courſe 
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Love co be ſerilling, and themſelves, exioll, 
For that at which all others laugh and droll. 
He that would have his Poems take, mult fic 
Judge of his own language, as well as wit, 
Like agrave Cenſor 3 words of no weight nor few 
He maſt degrade, though chey are loth co go, 
And plead preſcription. To recruit his ſtore 
With choice and good, old words he mult reſtore, 
Though th'ave lain long reje&ed and deſpis'd, 
And take in new, what uſe hath naturaliz'd. 
And as a River thacruns clear and ſtrong, 
The ſoil inricheth, as it glides along: 
So muſt his language be z ic muſt not want, 
Bur neither muſt it be /nxariant. 
With {moocher phraſe he poliſhes what's rough, 
And ihrows out all the flac in/ipid (tuft, 
And as a skilful Afor, he mult ſtrive, 
To imitate cach Finmor tothe lite. 
For my part, I had rather far be though 
A trifling Poetaſter, if chat ought 
I do pleaſes my {elf, be*r ne*re ſo vain, 
Than to write well, and co endure the pain 
Ot being vext with Cenſures. There was one 
Art Argos, who did uſeto fir alone 
I'ch' 7 heatre, fancying himſelf co be 
Preſent at ſome ingenious Tragedie : 
Hearkned and humm'd, cillhe chought all was ended, 
Then clapt, and cry'd, *7 ts never 80 be mended: 
'Bate only this, in ochers marters He 
Was as diſcreet as any one could be; : 
He was a right good Neighbowr ; none more tree 
To treat his Friends with all civilivie ; 
Good to his Family ; if he came nigh 
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Coula nor be charg'd with any de/perate folly, 
The worſt was, he was highly Melancholy ; 
For this a luſty doſe of Hellebore 

He took, which did him to him(clf reſtore ; 
Bar being cur'd, he cry'd, and ſaid, Alas ! 
Snch an unhappy Remedy ne're was ; 

For now by this unfortunate Occaſion, 

Pre loft the pleaſure of Imagination, 

"Tis time I ſhould grow wiſe, and leave ſuch toys 
As Songs and Verſes, proper ſports for Boys. 

Not weighing words, nor meas ring out of ſounds, 
Bat ſcanning life, and tracing Virtues bounds. 

Now thus I'le ſpend my thoughts; If you or 1 
Had iuch a thirſ#, that we were always dry 
How much ſoe're we drink, we ſhould be ſnre 
To tell the Dofor of't, and ask the cure. 

Now you are rich, yet covet ſtill ro gain 
More wealth, Is noc this caſe the very ſame ? 
If one ſhould ſay, ſuch Herbs, or ſuch a Corſe, 
Willcure your wound, if ſtill your wound grew worſe, 
Would you not ceaſe to follow his Advice ? 
So you have heard, that he muſt needs be wiſe 
To whom the Gods give Rickes, yet you find 
The Goods of Fortwune have nor chang'd your mind, 
And will you ſill believe ir, fince you know, 
By ſad expericnce, that it 1s not ſo ? 
If to be Rich, conld make one wiſe indeed, 
And you were ſure by that means to be freed 
From hurtfn] Paſſions 3 then I would allow, 
That none ſhould be more Covetows than you z 
Bur fince it can no ſuch effe## produce, 
Let thar ſuffice that ſerves for preſent uſe. 

If what T have though ſmall, be mine, (as'as) 


And what ene »/+s, in ſome ſortis his: 
(As 
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(As the (ivilians teach) then Orbaus held, 

And whatſoever fruit the ſame doth yield, 

Is mine 3 nay and his ſervants too, and all 

He hath, may cruly me their Maſter call. 

I give alittle money, and receive 

Grapes, Poultry, Wine, and what I pleaſe to have, 
The difference is, I with a {mall expence 

Buy what he purchas'd with vaſt S»ms Tong ſince. 

The Pwrchaſer of all choſe fields char lic 

About Aricia, and old Veit, 

Hach not a Saller of his own 1n croth, 

Nor one ſmall ſtick co warm his ſtale-kept broth, 
But what js boughc ; only he callsic His 

As far as lies within ſach Boundaries. 

Fond man ! how canſt thou call that ſubſtance thine 
Which varies like thy ſhadow ? One hour's time, 
One flitties hour, altcrs the property, 

And cither death, ſale, force or flattery 
Hakes it another mans, For Heirs come on 
As fiſt as waves, one ere the others Lone. 

And lince*cis ſo, tro what intene ſhould T 
Great Farms or Mannors (trive to multiply > 
Or make new purchaſes? when as, Alas ! 

Death and the Gr ave mow down all fleſh like Grafs ; 
Sparing nor high, nor low, nor Joung, nor old, 
Untouchb't with Pity, uncorrupt with Gold. 

- And while we live, we may live, if we pleaſe, 
Happy and well, without ſuch things as theſe, 
Gems, Ivory, Marblc, Pi&tures, Plate, rare Cuts, 
Garments like thoſe in which the Sophy ſtruts, 

All chat make bodies gay, or houles brave, 
Some have them not, others don'r careto have. 

So of two Brothers, one delights to play 

And drink; the other from the break of day 
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Till it be dark night, ſpends himſelf with toil, 
Beating and burning the hard barren ſoil. 

The only Reaſon that they differ thus, 
Proceederh from a different Genims ; 

Which is as "were a lictle Deitic, 
Preſcribing how to live, and when to die, 
To ſome wnluckie, to ſome Fortunate, 
So conſtituring good or evil Fate. 

For my part, I'm reſoly'd chat lictle wealth 
T have, to uſe, and notto ftarve my (elf. 

I will be zoderate, yer T'le nor forbear 
Expence, leſt I ſhould grieve my greedy Heir, 
Or make my Exec#tor think much, to ſee 

My Inventory ſpent in Legacie. 

There is diſcretion to be us'd, for he 

Is!juſtly rax'd with Prodigalitie, 

That vainly waſtes his Fortene ; and no leſs 

Is he to be accus'd of Greedineſs, 

Who ſpares his Parſe, more than his Repatation, 
And'will not ſpend upon a juſt occafion. 

Bur he that hath enough, and chinks it ſo, 
T oils not for more, nor pines to ſee that go ; 
That ſometimes makes a feſtival, and ſpares 
A day for mirth to looſe che bonds cf cares : 
That doth no wrong, and is diſcreetly free, 
That man's indu'd with Liberal'itie. 

Bleſs me from Poverty and Surdidneſs ! 
And then be my enjoyments more or leſs, 
I'm till che ſame : To me ic matters nor, 
Whether I'm carried in a bigger Boat, 

Orina leſs; The middle ſtate's the beft. 

And mine is ſuch, I neither am oppreſt 

With forms, nor flat at all with calms; my Sails 
Are fill'd with equal and 1ndifferent Gals : 
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For health, wir, vertue, honour, wealth, I'm plac'c 
Short of the foremoſt, but before the /aſf. 
Yet though a man be freed trom Avarice, 

That's not cnough, if any other Fice 
Be ſuffer*d co bear ſway. What ? art chou tree 
From pride, and empry Popularity ? 
Art free from raging anger, and the fear 
Ot crucl death, that dreadful Meſſenger ? 
Canſt laugh ar ſ#perſtitious fond conceits 

Ot Sprights, Dreams, Omens, all thoſe vulgar cheats ? 
Arctthankful for thy age that's paſt and gone, 

And being older, Art thou better grown ? 

For as it cannot mitigate ones pain, 

To draw one Thorn, whilſt ewenty more remain - 
| **To hate one Vice # nothing, whilſt the mind 
* Indulges Vices of another kind. 

* Until! thi canſt thy life exattly frame 
«© To Virtne"s pattern, don't u{urp the name. 

But having play'd, and cat, and drunk thy ſhare, 
Gerhome, leſt raking more than thou canſt bear, 
Th' art mock't and bob'd, and juſtled for thy folly, 
2y th* Lads whoſe priviledg 1s to be jolly. 
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F to a Womans head a Painter would 

Set a Horſe-neck, and divers fcachers fold 
On every limb, ta'en from a ſeveral creature, 
Preſenting upwards a fair female feature, 
' Which in ſome ſwarthy fiſh uncomely ends: 
| Admitted to the fight, although his friends, 
' Could you contain your laughter ? Credit me, 
This piece my Piſo's, and thar book agree, 
Whoſe ſhapes, like fick-mens dreams,are fain'd ſo vain, 
As neither head, nor foot, one form retain. 
But equal power, to Painter, and to Poet, 
| Of daring all, hath ſill been given; we know it : 
{ And both do crave, and give again, this leave, 
| Yer not astherefore wild, and tame ſhould cleave 
| Together : nor that we ſhould Serpents ſee 
| Witch Doves ; or Lambs, wich Tygers coupled be. 
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In grave beginnings, and great things profeſt, 
Ye have oft-cimes, that may o're-ſhinethe reſt, 
A Scarler-piece or ewo, ſtitch'd in ; when or 
Diana's Grove, or Altar, with the bor- 
Dring Circles of {ſwift waters that intwine 
The pleaſant grounds, or when the River Rhine, 
Or Rainbow is deſcrib'd. Bur here was now 
No place for theſe. And, Painter, haply, chou 
Know'ſt only well to paint a Cyprels tree. 
What's this, if he whoſe money hirerh rhee 
To paint him, hath by ſwimming hopeleſs ſcap'd, 
The whole flect wreck'd ? A grear Jar to be ſhap'd, 
Was meant at firſt ; why forcing {till abour 
Thy labouring wheel, comes ſcarce a Pircher out? 
In ſhort ; I bid, Ler what chou work'ſt upon, 
Be ſimply quite chroughout, and wholly one. 

Moſt Writers, noble Sire, and erther Son, 
Are, with thelikeneſs of the cruth, undone. 
My ſelf for ſhortneſs labour ; and I grow 
Obſcure. This ſtriving torun ſmooth and ſlow, 
Hath neicher ſoul, nor finews. Lofry he 
Profteffing greacneſs, ſwells : That low by ke 
Creeps on theground z roo ſafe too afraid of ſtorms 
This ſeeking, 1n a various kind, to form 
One ching, prodigiouſly, paints in the woods 
A Dolphin, and a Boar amid the floods. 
$+, ſhunning fanles, to greater faulc doth lead, 
When in a wrong, and artleſs way wertread. 
The worſt oc Statuaries here about 
Th' eAmilian School, in brals can faſhion our 
The nails, and every curled hair diſcloſe ; 
Buc in the main work hapleſs: fince he knows 
Nox to deſign the whole, Should Iaſpire 
To form a work, I would no more defire 
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To be char Smich ; chen live, mark*d one of thoſe, 
With fair black cyes, and hair, and a wry noſe. 
Take, therefore, you that write, ſtill, marcer fic 
Unto your ſtrength, and long examine it 
Upon your Shoulders. Prove what they will bear, 
And what they will not. Him whoſe choice doth rear 
His matter to his power, in all he makes, 
Nor language, nor cleer order e're forſakes. 
The vertue of which order, and true grace, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, hall be co place 
Invention. Now, to ſpeak ; and then defer 
Much, chat mighc now be ſpoke : omitted here 
Till fircter ſeaſon. Now, to like of this ; 
Lay char afide, the Eplicks office is, 
In ufing alſo of new words, co be 
Right ſpare, and wary : then chou ſpeak'(t co me 
Moſt worthy praiſe, when words that common grew, 
Are, by chy cunning placing, mademecer new. 
Yet, if by chance, in urr'ring things abſtruſe, 
Thou need new terms; thou maiſt, wichour excuſe, 
Fain words, unheard of to the well-rruſs'd race 
Of the Cethegi ; And all men will grace, 
And give, being taken modeſtly, this leave, 
And thoſe thy new, and late coyn'd words receive, 
So they fall gently from the Grecian ſpring, 
And come not too much wreſted, What's that thing, 
A Roman to Cecilins will allow, 
Or Plautus, and in Virgil dilavow, 
OrY arins 2 why am TI now envi'd (o, 
Tf I can give ſome ſmall increaſe > When, loe, 
Cato's and Ennizs tongues have lent much worth, 
And wealth unto our language; and brought forth 
New names of things. Ic hath been ever free, 
And cver will, to utter terms thar be 
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Stamp'd to the time, As woods whoſe change appears 
Still in their leaves, throughout the ſliding years, 
The firſt-born dying ; ſo the aged ſtate 
Of words decay, and phraſes born bur late 
Like tender buds ſhoot up, and freſhly grow, 
Our ſelves, and all chat's ours, to death we owe eg 
Whether the Sea receiv'd inro the ſhore, 
That from the North, the Navy ſafe doth ſtore, 
A Kingly work ; or that long barren fen 
Once rowable, but now doth nouriſh men 
In neighbour-rowns, and feels the weighty plough z 
Or the wild river, who hath changed now 
His courſe ſo hurtful both to grain, and ſeeds, 
Being taught a berter way, All mortal deeds 
Shall periſh : ſo far off ic is, the ſtate, 
Or grace of ſpeech, ſhould hope a laſting date. 
Much phraſe chat now is dead, ſhall be reviv'd; 
And much ſhall dye, chat now is nobly liv'd, 
It Cuſtom pleaſe ; at whoſe diſpoſing will 
The powers and rale of ſpeaking reſtech till. 

The geſts of Kings, great Captains, and ſad Wars, 
Whar number belt can fir, Homer declares, 
In Verſe unequal match*d, firſt ſowre Laments, 
After mens Wiſhes, crown*d in their events 
Were alfoclos'd : But, who che man ſhould be, 
Thar firſt ſent forth the dapper Elegie, 
All che Grammarians ſtrive ; and yer in Courc 
Before the Judge, it hangs, and waits report. 

Lnto the Lyrick Strings, the Mule gave grace 
To chanc the Gods, and all cheir Godlike race, 
The conqu'ring Champion, che prime Horle in courſe, 
Freſh Lovers buſineſs, and che Wines free ſource, 
Th' Iambick arm'd Arehilochns ro rave, 
This foor the ſocks cook up, and buskins grave, 
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As fic c* exchange diſcourſe; a Verſe ro win 
On popular noiſe with, and do buſineſs in. 

The Comick matter will not be expreſt 
In tragick Verſe ; no leſs Thyeſtes feaſt 
Abhors low numbers, and the private ſtrain 
Fit for the ſock : Each ſabject ſhould retain 
The place allorred it, wich decent chews. , 
If now the turns, the colours, and right hues © 
Of Poems here deſcrib*d, I can, nor uſe, 
Nor know t obſerve : why (1 th? Muſes name) 
Am I call'd Poet ? wherefore wich wrong ſhame) 
Perverſly modeſt, had I rather owe 
To ignorance ftll, chen eicher learn, or know. 
Yet, ſometime, doth the Comedy excite , 
Her voyce, and angry Chremes chates out-right jo 
With ſwelling throat : and of the tragick wight?- 
Complains in humble phraſe. Both Telephas, 
And Pelews, if they ſeek ro heart-ſtrike us 
That are Spectators, with rheir miſery, 
When they are poor, and baniſh*d, muſt throw by 


Their bombard- phraſe, and foor-and-half-toor words : 


"Tis not enough, th' elaborate Muſe affords 

Her Poems beauty, bar a ſweer delight 

To work the hearers mind, ſtill, ro their plight. 
Mens faces, ſtill, with ſuch as laugh, are prone 

To laughter; fo they grieve with rhoſe char mone. 
Ifchou would'ft have me weep, be chon firſt drown'd 
Thy ſelf in tears, then chee ray loſs will wound, 
Pelews, or Telephns. Ii you {peak vile 
Andill-pean'd things, 1 (hall, or fleep, or (mile, 
Sad language fits 1ad looks ſtuff'd menacings, 
The angry brow ; tic ſportive, wancon things z 
And the levere, ſpeech ever ſerious. 


For Nature, fiz{t within doth faſhion us 


To 
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To every ſtate of fortune ; ſhe helps on, 
Or urgeth us co anger ; and anon 
With weighty ſorrow hurls us all along, 
And tortures us: and, after by the tongue 
Her cruch-man, ſhe reports the minds cach throw. 
If now the phraſe of hum chac ſpeaks, thal! low 
In ſound, quite from his forcune ; borh the rour, 
And Roman Gentry, jecring, will laugh our. 
Ic much will differ, if a God ſpeak, than, 
Or an Heroe; It a ripeold man, 
Or ſome hor youth, yer in his flouriſhing courle ; 
Where ſome great Lady, or her diligenc Narlſe 5 
A ventring Merchanr, or the Farmer free 
Ot ſome {mall chankful land : whether he be 
Of (olchis born ; or in Aſſhria bred ; 
Or witch che milk of Thebes or Argns, fed. 
Or follow tame, thou that doſt write, or tain 
Things in themſelves agrecing, If again + . 
Honour'd eAchi'les chance by rhee be ſeiz'd, 
Keep him ſUll ative, angry, nnappeas'd, 
Sharp, and contemning laws, at = thould aim, 
Be nought ſo *bove him but his Sword ler claim. 
Hedea make brave wich imperuous {corn z 
Ino bewail'd ;. 1xion falſe, forſworn ; 
Poor Io wandring, wild Or:fes mad. 
If ſomething ſtrange, that never yer was had 
Lnco the Scene. choa bring'ſt, and dar'lt create 
A meer neiv perſon 3 Look he keep his ſtare 
Lnco chelaſt, as when he firft went forth, 
Scill co belike hiraſelf,, and hold his worth: 
"Tis hard, co ſpeakrhings common, properly ; 
And chou maiſt berrer bring a Rhapſody 
Of Hemers, torch in acts, then of thy own, 
F:rft publithing chjngs unſpoken, and unknown, 
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Ye: common matter thou thine own mayl(t make; 
If chon be vile, broad trodden ring forſake. 

For, being a Poer, thou mayſt feign, create, 

Not care, as thou would faithfully cranſlare, 
To render word for word ; nor with thy ſlight 
Ot imitation, leap into a ſtreight, 

From whence thy Modeſty, or Poems law 
Forbids thee forth again chy foot to draw. 

Nor fo begin, as did that Circler late, 

I fing a noble War, and Priam's Fate: 

Whac doth this Promiſer ſuch gaping worth 
Aﬀord > The Mountains travell'd, and brought forch 
A ſcorned Mouſe! O, how much bercer chis, 
Who nought aſſays unaptly, or amils ? 


Speak to me, Mnſe, the man, who after Troy was ſack ts 


Saw many Towns,and men, and could their manners tratt. 
He thinks not, how co give you ſmoak from light, 
Bat light from ſmoak ; that he may draw his bright 
Wonders forth after : As Antiphates, 

Scylla, Charybdis, Polypheme, with thele. 

Nor from the brand, with which che lite did burn 
Ot Meleager, briugs he the return 

Of Dicmede ; nor Troys fad War begins 

From the two Eggs, that did diſcloſe the exyins, 

He ever haſtens to the end, and fo | 

(As it he knew ir) raps his hearer to 

The middle of his matter : lerting go 

What he deſpairs, being nandled, might not ſhow. 
And ſo well fains, ſo mixeth cunningly 

Falſhood with truth, as no man can eſpy 

Where the midſt differs from the firſt : or where 
The laſt doth from the midit dil-joyn'd appear. 
Hear, what ir is the People, and I defire: 


If ſucha ones applaule thou dolt require, 
That 
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That tarrics rill the hangings bera'en down, 

And fits, till ch* Epilogme ſays Clap, or Crown : 
The cuſtoms of cach age chou mult obſerve, 

And give their years, and natures, as they {werve, 
Fic rices. The Child, chat now knows how to ſay, 
And can tread firm, longs with like lads to play; 
Soon angry, and ſoon pleas'd, is ſweet, or ſowr, 

He knows not why, and changeth every hour. 

Th' unbearded Youth, his Guardian once being gone; 
Loves Dogs, and Horſes; and is ever one 
T i! open field ; Is Wax like to be wrought 
Toevery vice, as hardly to be brought 
To endure counſel : A Provider flow 
For his own good, a carelcfs letter-go 
Ot money, haughty, to deſire ſoon mov*'d, 

And chen as {watt ro Icaye what he hath lov'd. 

Theſe ſtudies alcer now, in one; grown man 5 : 
His berter'd mind ſeeks wealth, and friend(hip : than 
Looks afier honours; and bewares to act 
What {traight- way he muſt labour co retract. 

Theold man many evils do girt round 
Either becauſe he ſeeks, and, having found, 

Doth wretchedly the ute of things forbear, 

Or does all buſineſs coldly, and with fear; 

A great deferrer, long in hope, grown numd 

With ſloth, yer greedy (till of what's ro come : 
Froward, complaining, a commender glad 

Ot the times paſt, when he was a young lad ; 

And [till correQting youth, and cenſuring. : 

Mans coming years much good with them do bring * 
Ac his departing take much thence, leſt chen, 

The parts of age to youth be given 3 or men . 

To children 5 we muſt always dwell, and ſtay 

In facting proper adjunRs to each day. | 
S cs The 
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The buſineſs either on the Stage is done, 
Or aRed cold. But, ever, things that run 
In at the ear, do ſtir the mind more {low 
Then thoſe che faithfal eyes take in by ſhowy 
And the beholder to himſelf doth render. 

Yet, to the Stage, at all chou maiſt not tender 
Things worthy to be done within, bur take 
Much from che fight, which fair report will make 
Preſent anon : Medea muſt not Fil 

Her ſons before the People; nor the ill- 
Nacur'd, and wicked Artes cook, to th? eye, 
His Nephews entrails; nor muſt Progne flic 
Into a Swallow there ; Nor Cadmus take, 

Upon the Stage, the figure of a Snake. 

What ſo 1s ſhown, I not believe, and hate. 

Nor mult the Fable, that would hope the Fate 
Once ſcen, to be again call'd for, and plaid, 
Have more or leſs then juſt five ARts : nor laid, 
To have a God come in, execpt a knot 
Worth his untying happen there : And not 
Any fourth man, ro ſpcak at all, aſpire. 

An Actors parts, and Othce too, the Quire 
Mult maintain manly ; not be heard to fing 
Between the Act, aquite clean other thing 
Then to the parpole leads, and fitly 'grees. 

It (Uu!l muſt favour good men, and to theſe 

Be won a friend ; Ir muſt both ſway, and bend 
The angry, and love thoſe that fear t* offend. 
Praiſe the ſpare diet, wholeſom juſtice, laws, 
Peace, and the open ports, that peace doth cauſe. 
Hide faults, Pray to the Gods, and with aloud 


Fortune would love the poor, and leave the proud. 


The Hau'-boy, not as now with latton bound, 
And rival with his Trumpet forhis ſound, 
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Bur ſofc, and fimple, at few holes breath'd crime 
And rune too, ficred to the Chorns rime, 

As loud enough to fill the ſears, not yer 

So over-thick, but, where the people met, 

They might with caſe be numbred, being a few 
Chaſte, thrifry, modeſt folk, that came to view, 
But, as they conquer'd, and enlarg'd their bound, 
That wider Walls embrac'd their City round, 
And they uncenſur'd might ar Feaſts, and Plays 
Steep the glad Genius in the Wine, whole days, 
Both in their tunes, the licenſe greater grew, 
Anudin their numbers; For, alas, what knew 
The Idiot, keeping holy-day, or drudge, 
Clown, Townſman, baſe, and noble, mix'd, to judg ? 
Thus, co his antient Arr the Piper lenc 

Geſture, and riot, whilſt he ſwooping wenr 

In his train'd Gown about the Stage : So grew 

In time of Tragedy, a Muſick new. 

The raſh, and head-long eloquence brought forth 
Unwonrted language ; And thar ſenſe of worth 
That found our profit, and foretold each thing, 
Now difter'd not from Delphick riddling. 

Theſp is ſaid to be the firſt found our 

The Tragedy, and carried it about, 

Till then unknown, in Carts, wherein did ride 
Thoſe that did fing, and aR: their faces dy'd 
With lees of Wine, Next e/£fchy!as, more late 
Brought in the Viſor, and rherobe of State, 

Built a {mall timbred Stage, and taughc them tal 
Lofcy, and gravez and inthe buskin ſtalk. 

He too, that did in Tragick Verſe contend, 

For the vile Goat, ſoon after, forth did ſend 
The rough rude Satyres naked 5 and woul( try, 
Though ſowre, with ſafery of his gravity, 
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How he could jeſt, becauſe he mark*d and ſaw 
The frce ſpeRators, ſubjeR to no Law, 
Havino well ear, and drunk : the rites being done, 
Were co be ſtaid with ſoftnefſes, and won 
With ſomerhing char was acceptably new. 
Yet (o the ſcofting Satyres to mens view, 
And ſo their praring to preſent was beſt, 
And fo to turn all earneſt into jeſt, 
As neither any God, were brought in there, 
Or Semi-god, that late was feen to wear 
A royal Crown,and purple 3 he made hop 
With poor baſe terms, through every baſer ſhop : 
Or whilſt he ſhuns the Earth, to catch at Air 
And emnty Clouds, For Tragedy is fair, 
And far anworthy to blurr out light rimes; 
Bar, as a Matron drawn at ſolemn times 
To Dance, ſo ſhe ſhould, ſhamefac'd, diflcr far 
From what th' obſcene, and peculant Satyres are. 

Norl, when I write Satyres, will fo love 
Plain phraſe, my Pi/0's, as alone t' approve 
Meer raigning words : nor will 1 labour fo 
Quice from all face of Tragedy co go, 
AS not make difference , whether Davw ſpeak, 
And the bold Pythias, having cheared wear 
Simo ; and, of a talenc wip'd his parſe ; 
Or old Silenws, Bacchus Guard, and Nurſe. 

I can ont of known gear, a favle frame, 
And fo, as every man may hope the ſame ; 
Yet he thar offers at it, may ſwear much, 
And coll in yain: the excellence is ſuch 
Of Order, and Connexion ; ſo much grace 
There comes ſomerimes to things of meaneſt place, 
Bury let the Fannes, drawn from their Groves, bewarez 
Bc I cher Judge, they do at no time date 
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Like men ſtreer-born, and neer the Hall, reherſe 
Their youthful tricks in over-wanton verſe : 
Or crack out bawdy ſpeeches, and unclean. 
The Rowan Gentry, Men of Birth, and Mean 
Will rake offence ar this : Nor, chongh it ſtrike 
Him char buys chiches blanch'c, or chance co like 
The nur-crackers throughout, will they theretore 
Reccive, or give it an applauſe, the more. 

To theſe ſucceeded the old Comedy, 

And not without much praiſe till liberty 

Fell into faulc ſo far, as now they ſaw 

Her. licence fir to be reſtrain*d by law : 

Which law receiv'd, the Chorms held his peace, 
His power of foully hurting made ro ceaſe, 

Two reſt, a ſhort and long, th' Jambick frames 

A foor, whoſe ſwiftneſs gave the Verſe the name 
Of Trimeter, when ir was fix-pac'd, 

But meer /ambicks all, from firſt co laſt, 

Nor is'c long fince, they did with patience take 
Into cheir birch-right, and for ficneſs fake, 

The ſteady Spondees ; ſo themſelves do bear 
More flow, and come more weighty to che car : 
Provided, ne*re to yield, in any calc 

Of fellowſhip, the fourth, or ſecond place. 

This foot yer, in che famous Trimeters 

Ot Accius, and Ernixs, rare appears 3 

So rare, as with ſome tax it dorh engage 

Thoſe heavy Verſes ſent fo to the Stage, 

Of coo much haſte, and negligence in part, 
Or a worſe Crime, the ignorance of arr, 
Bur every Judge hath nor the faculcy 
To note in Poems, breach of harmony z 
And there is given too, unworchy leave 
To Rim.m Poets, Shall 1cheretore weave 
Ce 4 
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My Ve:ic a: random, and licentiouſly ? 

Or rather, thinking all my faults may ſpy, 

Grow a ſafe Wricer, and be wary-driven 

Within thehope of having all forgiven. 

*T1s clear, this way I have got off from blame, 

Bur, 1n concluſion, mcrited no fame. : 

Take you the Greek examples, for your light, 

In hand, and turn them over day, and night. 

Our Anceſtors, did Plautus numbers praiſe, 

And jeſts; and both to admiration raiſe 

Too patiently, char I not fondly ſay ; 

Tf excher you) or 1, know che right way 

To part ſcurrifity from wit: or can 

A lawful Verſe, by <' car, or finger ſcan, 
Qur Poerstoo, lcfr nought unproved-hexe 5 

Nor did they merit the leſs Crown to wear, 

In daring to forſake the Greclan tracts, 

And celebrating our own home-born facts; 

Whether the gaarded Tragedy they wrought, 

Or'c were the gowned Comedy they taught. 
Nor had our /raly more glorious bin 

In veryue, and renown of arms, then in 

Her language, if the Stay, and Care, t' haye mended, 

Had not our, every Poerlike offended, 

Bur you, Porpiliz oft-ſpring, ſpare you not 

To tax that Verſe, which many a day, and blot 

Have noc kept an, and (lcſt perteRtion tail ) 

Nor ten timcs o're, corrected to the nail. 

Becauſe Dpmpocritty believes a wit 

Happier then wretched art, and doth, by 1t, 

Exclude all ſober Poets, from their ſhare 

In Helicon ; 2 great fort will nor pare 

Thcir nails, nox ſhave their beards, but. to by-paths 

Recre chemſelyes, avoid rhe publics baths 3 
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For ſo, they ſhall nor only gain the worth, 
But fame of Poets, they think, if they come forth, 
And from the Barber Licinzs conceal 
Their heads, which three Anticya's cannot heal, 
OI lefr-witted, that purge every (pring 
For choler ! 1f. I did not, whocould bring 
Oar better Poems? Bur I cannot buy 
My citle, at the rate ; I'ad rather I, 
Be like a Wher-ſtone, that an edge can put 
On ſtcel, though *'c ſelf be dull, and cannorcut. 
I writing nought my ſelf, will teach them yet 
Their Charge, and Office, whence their wealth to fet, 
What nouritheth, what formed, what begor 
The Poct, what becometh, and what nor s 
Wherher truth may, and whether error bring, 
The very root of writing well, and ſpring 
Is to be wiſe; thy matrer firſt ro know 
Which the Socratick writings beſt can ſhow x 
And, where the matter is provided ſtill, 
There words will follow, not againſt their will, 
He, that hath ſtudied well the debt, and knows 
What to his Countrey, what his friendshe owes, 
What height of love, a Parenc will fic beſt, 
What brechren, what a ſtranger, and his gueſt, 
Can tell a State-mans duty, what the arts 
And office of a Judge arc, whar the parts 
Of a brave Chict ſcar to the wars: He can, 
Indeed, give fitting ducs co every man. 
And I ill bid che learned Maker look 
On lite, and manners, and make choſe his book, 
Thence draw forth truc expreſſions, For, ſometimes, 
A Pocm, of no grace, weight, art, in rhimes 
With ſpecious places, and being humor'd right, 
Morxe ſtrongly takes che people with delight, 
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And better ſtays chem there, then all fine noiſe 
Of Verſe meer-mytrer-leſs, and tinckling toies. 
The Muſe not only gave the Greeks a wir, 
Bur a well-compals'd mouth ro it, 
Being men were coverousof nought but praiſe, 
Our Roman youths they learn the ſubtle ways 
How to divide, intoa hundred parts, 
A pound, or piece, by their long compring arts: 
There's Albin's fon will ſay, Subtract an oance 
From the five ounces, what remains ? pronounce 
A'third of ewelve, you may : four ounces. Glad, 
He cries, Good boy,thou'le keepchine own. Now,add 
An ounce, what makes it then ? -The half pound juſt 
Six ounces, O, whence once che canker'd ruſt, 
And care of gettin?, thus, our minds hath ſtain'd, 
Think we, or hope, there can be Verſes fain'd 
In jayce of Cedar, worthy to be ſtcep'd, 
And in ſmooth Cypreſs boxcs to be keep*d ? 
Poets would cither profir,' or delight, 
Or mixing (weet, and fir, teach life the right, 
Orphens, a Pricſt, and ſpeaker for the Gods, 
Firſt trighted men, and wildly hiv'd, ac odds, 
From ſlaugh:ers, and foul life; and for the ſame 
Was Tygers, ſaid, and Lyons fierce, to tame, 
Amphion too, thar built the Theban towers, 
Was ſaid to move the ſtones, by his Lutes powers, 
And lead them wirh ſofc ſongs, where char he would. 
This was che wiſdom, that chey had of old, 
- Things facred, from profane co ſeparate 
The publique, fromthe privace; to abare 
Wild raging luſts ; preſcribe che marriage good 
Build Towns, and carve the Laws in leaves of wood. 
And thus ar firſt, an honour, and a name 
T9 divine Poets, and their Verſes came. 
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Next theſe great Homer, and Tyrtens (er 
On edge the Maſc'line ſpirits, and did whet | 
Their minds to Wars, with rhimes they did reherſe ; | 
The Oracles, roo, were given out in Verſe ; | 
All way of life was ſhewn.z the grace of Kings 
Attempred by the Muſes runes, and ſtrings ; 
, Plays were found out ; and reſt, theend, and Crown 
 Oftheirlong labours, was in verſe ſet down ; | 
All which Icell, leſt when Apoilo's nam'd, p_ 
Or Maſe, uponthe Lyre, thou chance b' aſham'd. | 
Be brief, in what thou wouldſt command, that (o 
The docile mind may ſoenthy precepts know, 
And hold them faichfully z For nothing reſts, 
But flows out, that ore-ſwelleth in full breſts. 
Let what chou fain'ſt for pleaſures ſake, be neer 
The crutch, nor lec thy Fable think, what c're 
It would, maſt be : leſt it alive would draw 
The Child, when Lamia 'has din'd, out of her maw. 
The Poems void of profic, our grave men 
Caft our by voices ; want they pleaſure, chen 
Our Gallants give chem none, but paſs them by : 
Bur he hath every ſuffrage,can apply 
Sweer mix*d with ſowre, to his Reader, lo 
As doQrine, and delight together go. 
This book will get the Svfii money 3 This | 
Wl! paſs the Seas, and long as nature is, 
With honour make the far-known Author hve. 
There are yer faults, which we would well forgive z 
For, neither doth che String yet yield chat found | 
The hand, and mind would, but it will reſound; | 
Otr-times a Sharp, when we require a Flat : 
Nor always doth che looſed Bow har that | 
Which ic doth threaten. Therefore, wherel ſee * 
Much in the Poem, ſhine, I will nor be; 
| | Oftcended 
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Offended wich few ſpots, which negligence 

Hath thed, or humane trailty nor kepr thence, 

How then 2 Why, as a Scrivener, if h* offend 

Scill in the ſame, and warned, will not mend, 

Delerves no pardon ; or who'd play, and fing, 

Is laugh'd at, that till jarrech on one ſtring : 

So ke that flaggeth much, becomes to me 

A Chearilus, in whom if I but (ce 

"Twice, or thrice good, I wonder : but am more 

Angry. Sometimes, I hear good Homer ſnore. 

Bu, 1 confeſs, that, in a long work, ſleep 

May, with ſomeright, upon an Author creep, 
As Painting, fo 1s Poche. Some mans hand 

WH take you more, the ncerer that you ſtand ; 

As fome the farther off: This loves the dark ; 

This, tearing not the ſubtleſt Judges mark, 

Willin the light be view'd : Thus once, the fight 

Doth pleaſe; this, ren times over, will delight, 
You Sir, theelder brother, though von are 

Intormed righily by your Fathers care, 

And, of your ſclf too, underſtand ; yer mind 

This faying : to ſome things there is af{ign'd 

A mean, and tolcration, which does well ; 

There may a Lawyerbe, may not excel ; 

Or Pleader ac the- Bar, that may come thort 

Of eloquent Hefſalta's/power 1n Court, 

Or knows not what Caſſellins Areive can z 

Yer, there's a value given to this mag. 

But neither, Men, nor Gods, nor Pillars meant, 

Poers ſhould ever be indifferent. 

As jarring Muſick doth, art jolly feaſts, 

Or thick groſs Ointment, bur offend the Gueſts : 

As Poppy, and Sardane Honey ; *cauſe withour 


Theſe, the tree mcal might hayebcen well drawn out z 
| Yo, 


LIM 


Horace, of the eArt of Poetry. 


397 


ms 


i. — 


Sog,any Poems, fancied, or forth-broughr 

To bettering of the mind of man, in onghr, 

If nere fo little it depart the firſt, 

And higheſt, finkerh co the loweſt, and work, 
He, that not knows the games, nor how to uſe 

Hisarms in Mars his ficld, he doth refuſe ; 

Or, who's nnskiltul at the Coir, or Ball, 

Or trandling Wheel, he can fit {till , from all ; 

Left che throng'd heaps ſhould on a laughter take * 

Yet who*s moſt ignorant, dares Vetſes make. 

Why not 2 I m gentle, and free-born, do hare 

Vice, and, am known to have a Knights eſtate. 

Thou, ſuch chy judgment is, thy knowledg too, 

Wile nothing againſt nature ſpeak, or do : | 

But, it hereafter thou ſhall write, not fear 

To ſend it tobe judg'd by Metin car, 

And, to your Fathers, and co mine ; thongh ' be 

Nine years kept in, your Papers by, yo' are tree 

To change, and mend, what you not forth do {cr, 

The Writ, orice out, never retwned yer. 


'Tis now inquir*d, which makes the noller Verſe, 


Narure, or Art. My Jadgment will nor pierce 

Into the Profits, what a meer rude brain 

Can; or all roil, withoar a wealthy vein : 

So doth the one, the others help require, 

And friendly ſhould unto one end conſpire, 
He, that's amoitious in the race to'rouch 

The wiſhed goal, both did, and {ufier'd mnch 


While he was young ; he ſwear, and treez'd again 2 | 


And both from Wine, and Women d:d abſtain, 
Who, fince, to ſing the Pythian rites 1s heard, 
Did learn chem fir{t, 2nd once a Majter fcar'd, 
Bur, now, it isenough to fay ; I make 
Anadmirable Vcrſc, The orcar Scurf taxe 
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Him ar the laſt; I ſcorn to come behind, 

Or, of che chings, that ne're came in my mind 
To ſay, I'm ignorant. Juſt as a Crier 

Thar co the ſale of Wares calls every Buyer ; 
So doth the Poer, who is rich in land, 

Or great in moneys our at uſe, command 
His flacterers co cheir gain. But ſay, he can 
Make a great Supper ; or for ſome poor man 
Will be a ſurery ; or can help him our 

Of an encangling ſuit; and bring 'c about : 
I wonder how this happy man ſhould know, 
Whether his ſoothing friend ſpezk truth, or no. 
But you, my Piſo, carefully beware, 
(Whether yo? are given toy or giver arc) 

You do not bring, to judge your Verſes, one, 
With joy of whar is given him, over-gone : 

For he'll cry, Good, brave, better, excellent ! 
Look pale, diſtila ſhowr, (was never meant) 
Oat ar his friendly eyes, leap, bear the groun's 
As thoſe that hir'd to weep ac Funerals, ſwoun, 
Cry, and do more chan thetrue Mourners: {o 
The Scotter, the true Praiſer doth out-go. 

Rich men are ſaid with many cups to ply, | 
And rack, with Wine, the man whom they would try, 
Tf of cheir friend(hip he be worthy, or no: 

When you wrice Verſes, with your judge do fo : 
Look through him, and beſur2, you rake not mocxs 
For praiſes, where the mind conceals a fox, 

It co Qwaintilizs, you recited ought : 

He'd ſay, mend this, good friend,and this ; *'Tis naugher. 
If you deny'd, you had no berrer ſtrain, 
And twice, or thrice had 'flayd ic, (till in vain : 
He'd bid, blor all, and co che anvile bring 
Thoſe ill-rorn'd Verſes, ro new hammering. 
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Then , If your fault you rather had defend 
Then change ; No word,or work,more would he ſpend 
In vain,burt you, and yours, you ſhould loveſtll 
Alone, withour a rival, by his will, 
A wiſe, and honeſt man will cry out ſhame 
On artlefs Verſe ; the hard ones he will blame; 
Blot rt the carelefs, with his turned pen ; 
Cur off ſeperfluons ornaments ; and when 
They re dart, bid clear this : all that's doubtful wrote 
Reprove; and, what js to be changed, note : 
Become an Ariffarchus, And, nor ſays 
Why ſhould I grieve my friend, this crifling way ? 
Thele trifles into ſerious miſchiefs lead 
The man once mock'd, and ſuffer*d wrong to tread. 
Wiſe, ſober folk, a frantick Poet fear, 
And ſhun co conch him, as a man that were 
lafefted with the leprofie, or had 
The yellow Jaundies, or were furious mad 
According to the Moon. Bur, then the boys 
They vex, and follow him with ſhones, and noile, 
The while he belcheth lofty Verſes our, 
And fltalketh, like a Fowler, ronnd about, 
Bale to catch a Black-bird 5, it he fall 
Into a pit, or hole, alchough he call 
And cry aloud, Help gentle Country-men, 
There's none will cake the care, co help him chen 
For, if one ſhould, and with arope make haſte 
To ler it down, who knows, if hedid caſt 
Himſelt there purpoſcly, orno z and would 
Not thence be ſav*d, al:hough indeed he could ? 
Ile tell you but che deach, and the diſcaſe 
Of the Sicilian Poet Empedecles; 
He, while he labour'd to be cthonglit a God 
Immortal took a melancholique odd 
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Conceit, and into burning e/£tna leap't.. 
| Let Poers periſh, that will noc be kepr. 
He that preſerves a man, againſt his will, 
Dotk the ſame thing with him, that would him kill, 
Nor did he do this once ; for if you can . 
Recal him yet, he'ld be no more a man : 
Or love of chis ſo famous death lay by. 
His cauſe of making Verſes none knows why z 
Whether he piſs'd upon his Fathers grave ; 
Or the (ad — nr > thing he have 
Defiled, rouch'd ; bur certain he was mad; 
And, as a Bear ; if he the ſtrength bur had 
To force the grates, that hold him in, would fright 
All; So chisgrievous Writer puts to flight 
Learn'd and unlearn'd ; holding, whom once he takes : 
And, there an end of him, reciting makes : 
Not letting go his hold, where he draws food, 
Till he drop off, a Horſe-leech, full of blood. 
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